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ACT I 

The living room of a t wo-room km, nicy occupied by 
the * iioyi.k family in (l km email house in 
Dublin. Left , ,/ door /aiding to another part 

oj the house ; left of door a window looking 
into the street; at hack a dresser; farther 'to 
fief ,lt hack, a window look hie into the 
hack of the house. Hot ween the window and 
the dresser ,s a picture of the Virgin; below 
the picture, on a bracket, is a crimson howl in 
winch a floating votive light is burning 
varther to the right is a small bed partly 
concealed by cretonne hangings strums on a 
twine. o the right is the fireplace; near 
the fireplace is a door leading to the other 
room, beside the fireplace 'is a box con- 
taining coal. On the mantelshelf is an 
alarm clock lying on its face. In' a corner 
near the window looking into the back if a 
galvanized hath, el table and some chairs. 
On the table are breakfast things for one. A 

a 



JUNO AND THE PAYCOCK act 

teapot is on the hob and a frying-pan stands 
inside the fender, 'There are a few books 
on the dresser and one on the table. Leaning 
against the dresser is a long- handled 
shovel — the kind invariably used by 
labourers when turning concrete or mixing 
mortar, johnny uoylk is sitting crouched 
beside the fire, mary with her jumper off— 
it is lytng on the back of a chair — is arranging 
her hair before a tiny mirror perched on the 
table. Beside the mirror is stretched out the 
morning paper which she looks at when she 
isn't gazing into the mirror. She is a well- 
made and good-looking girl of twenty-two. 
Two forces are working in her mind — one, 
through the circumstances of her life, pulling 
her back; the other , through the influence of 
books she has read, pushing her forward. 
The opposing forces are apparent in her 
speech and her manners , both of which are 
degraded by her environment, and improved 

b h er acquaintance — slight though it be 

with literature. The time is early forenoon, 

MARY (looking at the paper). On a little bye- 
joad, out beyant Finglas, he was found. 

(mrs. royle enters by door on right; she 
has been shopping and carries a small 
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parcel in her hand . She is forty-five 
years of age , and twenty years ago she 
must have been a pretty woman ; but 
her face has now assumed > that look 
which ultimately settles down upon the 
faces of the women of the working- 
class; a look of listless monotony and 
harassed anxiety , blending with an 
expression of mechanical resistance. 
W ere circumstances favourable , she 
would probably be a handsome , active 
and clever woman ,) 
mks. noYi.u. Isn’t he come in yet? 
wary. No, mother. 

MRS. hoylk. Oh, he’ll come in when he 
likes; strnttin’ about the town like a paycock 
with Joxer, I suppose. I hear all about Mrs. 
Tailored 'a son is in this mornin’s paper. 

mary. I he full details arc in it this mornin’; 
seven wounds he had — one cnthcrin’ the neck, 
with an exit wound beneath the left shoulder- 
blade; another in the left breast penethratin’ 
the heart, an’ . . . 

joiinny (springing up from the fire). Oh, quit 
that read in’, for God’s sake I Are yous losin’ 
all your fcelins? It’ll soon be that none of 
yous’ll read anythin’ that’s not about butcherin’! 

(He goes quickly into the room on left.) 

5 



JUNO AND THE PAYCOCK act 

mary. He’s gettin’ very sensitive) all of a 
sudden ! 

mrs. HoYi.i;. I’ll read it myself, Mary, by 
an’ by, when I come home. Everybody’s 
sayin’ that he was a Die-hard — thanks be to 
God that Johnny had nothin’ to do with him 
this long time. . . . (Opening' the parcel and 
taking out some sausages , which she places on a 
plate) Ah, then, if that father o’ yours doesn’t 
come in soon for his breakfast, he may go 
without any; I’ll not wait much longer for him. 

mary. Can’t you let him get it himself when 
he comes in? 

mrs. JtoYLK. Yes, an’ let him bring in Joxer 
Daly along with him? Ay, that’s what he’d 
like, an’ that’s what he’s waitin’ for — till he 
thinks I’m gone to work, an’ then sail in with 
the boul’ Joxer, to burn all the coal an’ dhrink 
all the tea in the place, to show them what a 
good Samaritan he is! But I’ll stop here till 
he comes in, if I have to wait till to-morrow 
mornin’. 

voice or johnny inside. Mother 1 

MRS. HOYLE. Yis? 

voice OF JOHNNY. Bring us in a dhrink o’ 
wather. 

mrs. hoyle. Bring in that fella a dhrink o’ 
wather, for God’s sake, Mary. 

6 
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mary. Isn t he big an’ able enough to come 
out an’ get it himself? 

MRS. BOYLE. If you weren’t well yourself 
you’d like somebody to bring you in a dhrink 
o’ wather. (She brings in drink and returns.) 

mrs. noYMi. Isn’t it terrible to have to be 
waitin this way I You’d think he was b ringin' 
twenty pouns a week into the house the way 
he’s going on. He wore out the Health 
Insurance long ago, he’s afther wcarin’ out 
the unemployment dole, an’, now, he’s thryin’ 
to wear out me! An’ constantly singin’, no 
less, when he ought always to be on his knees 
offerin’ up a Novena for a job I 

mary (tying a ribbon , fillet ivise around her 
head). I don’t like this ribbon, ma; I think 
I’ll wear the green — it looks betthcr than the 
blue. 

MRS. IIOYI.K. Ah, wear whatever ribbon you 
like, girl, only don’t be botherin' me. I don’t 
know what a girl on strike wants to be wcarin* 
a ribbon round her head for or silk stock! ns 
on her legs either; its wearin' them things that 
make the employers think they’re givin’ yous 
too much money. 

mary. The hour is past now when we’ll 
ask the employers’ permission to wear what 
we like. 


7 
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mrs. boyle. I don’t know why you wanted 
to walk out for Jennie Claffey; up to this you 
never had a good word for her. 

mary. What’s the use of belongin’ to a 
Trades Union if you won’t stand up for your 
principles? Why did they sack her? It was 
a clear case of victimization. We couldn’t let 
her walk the streets, could we? 

mrs. boyle. No, of course yous couldn’t 

yous wanted to keep her company. Wan 
victim wasn’t enough. When the employers 
sacrifice wan victim, the Trades Unions go 
wan betther be sacrificin’ a hundred. 

mary. It doesn’t matthcr what you say, 
ma — a principle’s a principle. 

mrs. boyle. Yis; an’ when I go into oul’ 
Murphy’s to-morrow, an’ he gets to know 
that, instead o’ payin’ all, I’m goin’ to borry 
more, what’ll he say when I tell him a principle’s 
a principle? What’ll we do if lie refuses to 
give us any more on tick? 

mary. He daren’t refuse — if he does, can’t 
you tell him he’s paid? 

MRS. boyle. It’s lookin’ as if he was paid, 
whether he refuses or no. 

(johnny appears at the door on left. 
He can be plainly seen now ; he is a 
thin delicate fellow , something younger 
8 
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/ /w CO/lt 7C __ J f 


lik r : over me h3,‘a„’ 

- Lnl The 

gom to curse I ° me ro1 

d o W 7' ™ V “- •»*! .go back an’ lie 

clown ufjcii, an I II bring you in a nice cup o’ 

Hr* I?* tayl *«*• always 
tliry to make him swally a cup o' tayl ’ 7 d 

mrk. "ovu:. I don't know wSfgoit’io 

be done with him. The bullet he got in the 
up in .Mister Week was bad enough, but the 
bomb that shattered his arm in the fight in 
O Connell Street put the finishin’ touch on 
Uni I knew he was matin’ a fool of himself. 

; ..Hi knows 1 went down on me bended knees 
to him not to go agen the Free State. 

mary. He stuck to his principles, an’, no 
9 



JUNO AND THE PAYCOCK act 

matther how you may argue, ma, a principle’s 
a principle. 

VOICE OF JOHNNY. Is Mary goin’ to stay 
here? ' 

MARY. No, I’m not goin’ to stay here; you 
can’t expect me to be always at your beck an’ 
call, can you? 

voice OF johnny. I won’t stop here be 
mcself! 

MRS. HOYLE. Aiun’t I nicely handicapped 
with the whole o’ yousl I don’t know what 
any o’ yous ud do without your ma. (To 
johnny) Your father’ll be here in a minute, 
an’ if you want anythin’, he’ll get it for you. 

johnny, I hate assin’ him for anythin’. . . . 
He hates to be assed to stir. ... Is the light 
lightin’ before the picture o’ the Virgin? 

mrs. Hoyle. Yis, yisl The wan inside to 
St. Anthony isn’t enough, but he must have 
another wan to the Virgin here I 

(jerry devine enters hastily. Tic is 
about twenty-five, well set, 'active and 
earnest . lie is a type , becoming very 
common now in the Labour Movement , 
of a mind knowing enough to make the 
mass of his associates, who know less, 
a power , and too little to broaden that 
power for the benefit of all . mary 

io 
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saizus ha- jumper and rum hastily into 
room left.) 

jkkry (breathless). Where's the Captain, 
Mrs. Hoyle, where’s the Captain? 

mrs. noYi.ii, You may well ass a body that: 
lie’s wherever Joxer Daly is — dhrinkin’ in 
some snug or another, 

Jkrry. Father Farrell is just afther stoppin’ 
to tell me to run up an’ get him to go to the 
new job that’s guild on in kathmines; his 
cousin is foreman o’ the job, an’ bather Farrell 
was speakin’ lo him about poor Johnny an’ 
his father bein’ idle so long, an’ the foreman 
told Father Farrell to send the Captain up an’ 
he’d give him a start — ! wondher where I’d 
find him? 

MRS. liovi.i:, You'll find he’s ayther in Ryan’s 
or Foley’s. 

jiiRKY. I’ll run round to kyan’s — 1 know 
it’s a great house o' | oxer’s. (lie rushes out.) 

Mrs. iioYi.r; (piteously). Then 1 , now, he’ll miss 
that job, or I know for what I If he gets win’ 
o’ the word, he’ll not come back till evenin’, 
so that it’ll tie ton late. There’ll never be any 
good got: out o' him so long as he goes with 
that shouldher •• shruggin’ Joxer. I killin’ 
mesclf workin’, an' he sthruttin* about from 
mornin’ till night like a puycockl 

II 
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(The steps of two persons . flH. 
coming up a flight of stairs, . ^ 
the footsteps of captain boyw 

JOXER. CAPTAIN BOYLE IS ;Sfa 

a deep, sonorous, self -honouring 
the captain, Sweet Spirit, hearitn«i;| 
Hear ... oh . . . hear , , ••sjttijl 
. , . hear, Oh, hear . ;: . Oh, he ;V . V ar 
oh, he ... . ar . ... me;. 

joxer (outside). Ah, that’s a daritp' 
daaarlin’ song! 

mus. boyle (viciously). Sweet spirit 
prayer! Ah* then, I’ll take me sol cm 
davey, it’s not for a job he’s prayin’ 1 

(She sits down on the bed so tfm 


(the captain comes slowly 
is 4 matt if about sixty; ; sm 
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back) and his stomach slightly thrust 
forward, Hts walk is a slow ) con- 
sequential strut. His clothes are ditt^y, 
and he wears a faded seaman's cap 
with a glazed peak,) 

hoyle (to JOXEK, who is still outside). Come 
on, come on in, Joxer; she’s gone out long 
;igo, man. If there’s nothing else to he, got, 
we’ll fun-age out a cup o’ tay, anyway. It’s 
the only bit I get in comfort when she’s away, 
’'.risn’t Juno should be her pet name at all, but 
Dcirdrc of the Sorras, for she’s always grousin’. 
(joxick steps cautiously into the room, lie 
may he younger than the captain hut 
he looks a lot older. Ills face is like 
a bundle of crinkled paper; his eyes 
have a cunning twinkle; he is spare 
and loosely built; ho has a habit of 
constantly shrugging hts shoulders with 
a peculiar twitching movement , meant 
to be ingratiating. His face is invari- 
ably ornamented with a grin,) 

Joxick. It’s a terrible thing to be tied to a 
woman that’s always grousin’. I don’t know 
how you stick it — it ud put years on me. It’s 
a good job she has to be so ofen away, for 
(with a shrug) when the cat’s away, the mice 
can play! 


13 
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ACT 

boyle (with a commanding and complacent 
gesture ). Pull over to the fire, Joxer, an’ we’ll 
have a cup o’ tay in a minute. 

joxer. All, a cup o’ tay’s a darlin’ thing, a 
daaarlin’ thing — the cup that cheers but 
doesn’t . . . 

(joxer’s rhapsody is cut. short by the sight 
of juno coming forward and confront- 
ing the two cronies. Both are stupefied .) 
mrs. Hoyle (with sweet irony — poking the fire, 
and turning her head to glare at joxer). Pull 
over to the fire, Joxer Daly, an’ we'll have a 
cup o’ tay in a minute I Are you sure, now, 
you wouldn’t like an egg? 

joxer. I can’t stop, Mrs. Boyle; I’m in a 
desperate hurry, a desperate hurry, 

mrs. hoyle. Pull over to the fire, Joxer 
Daly; people is always far more comfortabler 
here than they are in their own place. 

(joxer makes hastily for the door, hoyle 
stirs to follow him; thinks of something 
to relieve the situation — stops , and says 

suddenly) 

Joxer 1 

joxer (at door ready to holt). Yis? 
boyle. You know the foreman o’ that job 
that’s goin’ on down in Killesther, don’t you, 
Joxer? 


14 
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j ox icr (puzzled), b'orenian — Killesther? 
hoy Mi {with a meaning look), lie’s a butty o’ 
fours, isn’t he? 


joxkk {the truth dawning on him). ' I 'he (ore- 
nan at Killesther — oh y is, y is. 1 le’s an out’ 
mtty o’ mine— -oh, he’s a thirlin' man, a 
laarlin’ man. 

iioym:. Oh, then, it’s a sure thing. It’s a 
nty we didn’t go down at breakfast first thing' 
his morn in we might Ini’ been working now; 
lit you didn’t know it then. 

Joxkr {with a shrug). It’s betther lale than 
ever. 

hoym:. It’s nearly time we got a start, any- 
ow; I m let I up knockin’ rouml, doin’ nothin’, 
le promised you — gave you the straight 

[i? ^ 


JOXKR. Yis. “Come down on the blow o’ 
n»er, says he, “an’ I’ll start; you, an’ any 
lend you like to lirin ’ with you,” All says 
you’re a darlin’ man, a daaarlin’ man. ’ ’ ' 
iioym:.^ Well, it couldn’t come at a betther 
lie — we re a long time waitin’ for it. 

Joxkr Indeed we were; but it’s a long 
thilt lists no uirnin’. 1 

HOYUi I he blow up for dinner is at one 

lit dll I see what: time it ’(is. (//,,• ,,, w owr 

the imin/el/nece , ami gingerly lifts the clock,) 


is 
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mrs. Hoyle. Min’ now, how you go q 
fiddlin’ with that clock — you know the leal 
little thing sets it asthray. | 

boyle. The job couldn’t come at a betth< 
time; I’m feelin’ in great fettle, Joxer. jj 
hardly believe I ever had a pain in me leg: 
an’ last week I was nearly crippled wit 
them. 

joxer. That’s betther an’ betther; ah, Go 
never shut wan door but he opened another II 
boyle. It’s only eleven o’clock; we’v 
lashins o’ time. I’ll slip on me oul’ moleskin 
afther breakfast, an’ we can saunther down \ 
our ayse. (Putting his hand on the shovel) 
think, Joxer, we’d betther bring our shovels?! 

JOXER. Yis, Captain, yis; it’s betther to g 
fully prepared an’ ready for all eventualities 
You bring your long-tailed shovel, an’ I’ll brin 
me navvy. We mighten’ want them, an’, the 
agen, we might: for want of a nail the shd 
was lost, for want of a shoe the horse was losi 
an’ for want of a horse the man was lost— ay 
that’s a darlin’ proverb, a daarlin’ ... . : j 
(As joxer is finishing his sentence^ mr| 
boyle approaches the door and joxe" 
retreats hurriedly . She shuts the dob 
with a bang.) ' :•-! 

boyle (suggestively). We won’t be lonj 

16 : : : v: ;;l:1 
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pullin’ ourselves together ngen when I’m work- 
ing for a few weeks. 

(mrs. boylk takes no notice.') 
boylk. The foreman on the job is an ouP 
butty o’ J oxer’s ; I have an idea that I know 
him meself. { Silence ) . . . I. here’s a button 
off the back o’ me moleskin trousers. ... It 
you leave out a needle an’ thread I’ll sew it on 
meself. . . . Thanks be to (>od, the pains in 
me legs is gone, anyhow 1 

mrs. hoyi.k (w/7// (i burst). look here, Mr. 
Jacky Boyle, them yarns won’t go down with 
Juno. I know you an’ Joxcr Daly of an old’ 
date, an’, if you think you’re able to come it 
over me with them fairy tales, you’re in the 
wrong shop. 

noYi.ti ( coughing subducdly to relieve the tense- 
ness of the situation). U-u-u-ughl 

mrs. hoyi.k. Butty o' Joxer’sl Oh, you’ll 
do a lot o’ good as long as you continue to be 
a butty o’ Joxer’sl 
B0YI.E. U-U-U-Ugh I 

mrs. boylk. Shovel I Ah, then, me boyo, 
you’d do far more work with a knife an’ fork 
than ever you’ll do with a shovel! If there 
was e'er a genuine job goin’ you’d be dh’other 
way about — not able to lilt your arms with the 
pains in your legs I Your poor wife slavin' 

17 e 
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to keep the bit in your mouth, an’ you gaili 
vantin’ about all the day like a paycock 1 

Boyle. It ud be betther for a man to b< 
dead, betther for a man to be dead. 

mrs. boyle {ignoring the interruption'). Every 
body callin’ you “ Captain ”, an’ you only Wan s 
on the vvather, in an oul’ collier from here t< 
Liverpool, when anybody, to listen or look su 
you, ud take you for a second Christo hoi 
Columbus 1 

boyle. Are you never goin’ to give us ? 
rest? 

mrs. boyle. Oh, you’re never tired o : 
lookin’ for a rest, 

boyle. D’ye want to dhrive me out o’ the 
house? 

MRS. HOYLE. It ud be easier to dhrive you 
out o' the house than to dhrive you into a job. 
Here, sit down an’ take your breakfast — it may 
be the last you’ll get, for I don’t know where 
the next is goin’ to come from. 

boyle. If I get this job we’ll be all right. 
mrs. boyle. Did ye see Jerry Devine? 
isoylk {testily). No, I didn't sec him. 

MRS. boyle. No, but you seen Joxer. Well, 
he was here lookin’ for you. 
boyle. Well, let him look 1 
mrs. boyle. Oh, indeed, he may well look, 
18 
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foi it ud be lull'd for him to see you, an’ vou 
; stuck m Ryan’s snug, 

Boyle. I wasn’t in Ryan’s simp- — I don’t 
go into Ryan’s. 

\xt n RS -'f llOYLK ' ' s t * 1e, ‘ c a ln:ut dog there? 
Well if you weren’t in Ryan’s you were in 
holey s. 

Boyle, I’m telling you for the hist: three 
weeks I haven t tasted a tlhrop of intoxicatin' 
liquor, I wasn’t in ayther wan snug or 
dh other- I could swear that on a oniyer- 
book— 1 m as innocent as the child unborn) 

Jvms. hoyi.k Well, if you’d been in for your 
breakfast you d ha’ seen him. ; 

for? OVI,: ( S “ S P ichl/s/ ti- What does he want me 

MRS. hoyi.h. He’ll be back any minute an’ 
then you II soon know, 

him 0YI E 1U tlhl Hp out an ’ Htx: I can meet 

MRS. IIOYI.I, You’ll sit down an’ take your 
bieakfast, an let me go to me work, fi.r’l’m 
an hour late already waitin’ for you. 

noYUi, You needn’t ha’ waited, for I'll take 

srilll V ° “ in m, 

- ■>»» >-• 

IQ 
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ACT 


boylk (loo frond to yield). I’ll have no 
breakfast — yous can keep your breakfast, 
(Plaintively) I’ll knock out a bit somewhere, 
never fear, 

mus. boylk. Nobody’s goin’ to coax you — 
don’t think that. (She vigorously replaces the 
pan and the sausages in the press.) 

boylk. I’ve a little spirit left in me still. 

(jerry DJiviNK enters hastily.) 
jerry. Oh, here you are at last! I’ve been 
searchin’ for you everywhere. The foreman 
in Foley’s told me you hadn’t left the snug 
with [oxer ten minutes before I went in. 

mrs. boylk. An’ he swear in’ on the holy 
prayer-book that he wasn’t in no snug! 

boylk (to jerry). What business is it o’ 
yours whether I was in a snug or no? What 
do you want to be gallopin’ about afthcr me 
for? Is a man not to be allowed to leave his 
house for a minute without havin’ a pack o’ 
spies, pimps an’ informers cantherin’ at his 
heels? 

jerry. Oh, you’re takin’ a wrong view of 
it, Mr, Boyle; I simply was anxious to do you 
a good turn. I have a message for you from 
Father Farrell: he says that if you go to the 
job that’s on in Rathmines, an’ ask for Foreman 
Mangan, you’ll get a start. 

20 
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hoyi.k. That’s sill right, but I don’t want 
the motions of me body to be wutehed the way 
an asthronomcr ml watch a star. If you’re 
folleyin’ Mary usd f, you’ve no pereoogati ve 
to be folleyin’ me. {Suddenly catching his thigh) 
LJ~ugh, I’m afther gettin’ a terrible twinge in 
me right leg] 

mks. Ho vi.ii. Oil, it won’t be very long; now 
till it travels into your left wan. It’s miraeulous 
that whenever he scents a job in front of him, 
his legs begin to fail him I Then, me bucko, 
if you lose this chance, you may go an’ furrage 
for yourselfl 

jkrry. This job’ll last for some time too, 
Captain, an’ as soon as the foundations are in, 
it’ll be cushy enough. 

iiovi.K. Won’t it lie a climbin’ job? I low 
d’ye expect me to lie able to go up a ladder 
with these legs? An’, if I gel: up asell, how 
am I goin’ to get down agett? 

mrs. hoyi.k (' viciously ). (.’el wan o’ the 
labourers to carry you down in a hod I You 
can’t climb a laddher, but you can skip like a 
goat into a snug! 

jkrry. I wouldn’t let meself be let down 
that easy, Mr, Hoyle; a little exercise, now, 
might do you all the good in the world. 

hoyi.k. It’s a docthor you should have been, 
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Devine — maybe you know more about the 
pains in me legs than meself that has them? 

jiiuia' (irritated), Oh, 1 know nothin’ about 
the pains in your legs; I’ve brought the 
message that Father Farrell gave me, an’ that’s 
all 1 can do. 

MRS. iioYLK. Here, sit down an’ take your 
breakfast, an’ go an’ get ready; an’ don’t be 
actin’ as if you couldn’t pull a wing out of a 
dead bee. ° 

novui. I want no breakfast, I tell you; it 
ud choke me afther all that’s been said. I’ve 
a little spirit left in me still. 

, mrs, jioYi.is. Well, let’s see your spirit, then, 
an go in at wanst an’ put on your moleskin 
trousers 1 

)ioyi.i; {moving towards the door on left). It 
ud be betther for a man to be dead I U-ughl 
dheie s another twinge in me other leg! 
Nobody but meself knows the sufferin’ I’m 
goin’ through with the pains in these legs o’ 
mined 

(He goes into the room on left as mary 
comes out with her hat in her hand.) 

MRS. IIOYLK. I’ll have to push off now, for 
I m tenible late already, but I was determined 
to stay an’ hunt that Joxer this time. 

( She goes ojf.) 
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jkrry. Are yon going out, Mary? 

mary. It looks like it when I’m pulling on 
my hut, doesn’t it? 

JKUKY. The bitther word ngen, Mary. 

MARY. You won’t allow me to be friendly 
with you; if I they, you deliberately mis- 
undhcrstand it, 

jkrry. I didn’t always misiindherstand it; 
you were ofen delighted to have the arms of 
Jerry around you. 

mary. If you g<> on talkin’ like this, ferry 
Devine, you’ll make me hate you! 

jt.RRY. Well, let it be either a weddin’ or 
a wake I I listen, Mary, I’m stundin’ for the 
Secretaryship of our Union. There's only 
one opposin’ me; I’m popular with all the 
men, an a good speaker- — all are stayin' that 
1 11 get. elected. 

MARY. Well? 

JKRRY. The job’s worth three hundred an’ 
fifty pounds a year, Mary. You an’ I could 
live nice an’ cosily on that; it would lilt you 
out o’ this place an’ ... ; 

mary. 1 haven’t: lime, to listen to you now — 

I have to go. 

{She is going out when jkrry bars /hr 
Wtiy,) 

jkrry (<tppc<,/i,, x /y). Mary, what’s mine 
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over you with me for the last few weeks? You 
hardly speak to me, an' the. only a word with 
a face o b.ttherncss on it. Have you forgotten, 
Mary, all tile happy evemns that were as sweet 
as the scented hawthorn that sheltered the sides 
o the load as wc saunthcred through the 
country? & 

mary. That’s all over now. When you 
get your new job, Jerry, you won’t be loner 
fuid.n a girl far betther than I am for your 
sweetheart. 1 

jerry. Never, never, Mary! No matther 
what happens, you’ll always be the same to 
me, 


MARY. I must be off; please let me go 
Jerry. b ’ 

jerry. 1 11 go a bit o’ the way with you. 

mary. You needn’t, thanks; I want to be 

by meself, 

jerry ( catching her arm). You’re goin’ to 
meet another fella; you’ve clicked with some 
one else, me lady I 

mary. I hat s no concern o’ yours, Terry 
Devine; let me go I 

jerry. I saw yous cornin’ out o’ the Corn- 
flower Dance Class, an’ you hangin’ on his 
aimi— a thin, lanky strip of a Micky Dazzler, 
with a walkin -stick an’ gloves I 
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voice of johnny ( loudly ). What i»*C )'(>l] 
doin’ there — pullin’ about everything! 

voice of iioyi.e (/ otid/y (Oh/ 'viciously). Pm 
puttin’ on mo moleskin trousers I 

mary. You’re Inirtin’ me arm! Let me 
go, or I’ll scream, an’ then you’ll have theoul’ 
fella out on top of us I 

jerry. Don’t be so hard on a fella, Mary, 
don’t be so hard. 

iioYi.E ( appearing at the door). What’s the 
moanin’ of all this hillabaloo? 
mary. Let me go, let me gol 
hoyi.k. D’ye hear me — what's all this hilla- 
baloo about? 

jerky ( plaintively ). Will you not give us 
one kind word, one kind word, Mary? 

iioyi.e. D’ye hear me talkin’ to yous? What's 
all this hillabaloo for? 

jerry. Let me kiss your hand, your little, 
tiny, white hand 1 

iioyi.e. Your little, tiny, white hand -are 
you talcin’ leave o’ your senses, man? 

(mary breaks away anil rushes out,) 
iioyi.e. This is nice goins on in front of her 
father 1 

jerry. Ah, dhry up, for Clod's sake! (He 
follows MARY.) 

iioyi.e. Chisdurs don’t care a damn now 
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about their parents, they're I, ringin' their 
fathers grey hairs clown with some to the 
grave, an' laughin' a, it> laughin' « I, ^ 

JffiKT 1 ZZ ,t y Ca " 

their bended knees would I tle"^!'™^ 
them 1 ve a little spirit left in me still! (IL> 
£7 P>™> tote out a -pile 

°°Ll‘ ", Wdl > '« h « C l 

sassige. (He returns to the fire takes 2* ,/ 

righ" c»„?h" uT' /C t ’ fc) Thc w« 

A, St ZlZZlZI; ZV-Z 

and puts both on the fire ^ Up h* ; \ * l€ ^ afty 

With a M-) i " e - U ‘ ""»"*//« sttusag, 

BOYLE " ’ 


W'lien the robins nest aacn 
An<t the (lowers arc in bloom, 

— *" bluish 

t h"t°"” y laJ ' if bem be true till 

He’s promised he’ll come back to me, 

When the robins nest agen! 

(He lifts his head at the hhh note and 
then drops his eyes to the pan) 
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HOYI.E (singing) ' 

When the . . . 

(Steps are. heard approaching; he whips 
the pan off the fire and puts it under 
the heel, then sits down at the fire. The 
door opens and a bearded man looking 
in says ) : 

You don’t happen to want a sewin’ machine? 

hoy LR (furiously). No, I don't want e’er a 
sewin’ machine I 

(lie returns the pan to the fire , and 
comm cnees to sing again.) 
hoyi.k (singing ) : 

When the robins nest agon, 

And the llowers they are in bloom, 

He’s ... 

(A thundering knock is heard at the street 
door.) 

hoyi.k. There’s a terrible talheraraa — that’s 
a stranger — that’s nobody belongin’ to the 
house. (Another loud knock.) 

joxkr (sticking his head in at the door). Did 
yc hear them tatherarahs? 

hoyi.k. Well, Joxer, I’m not deaf. 
johnny (appearing in his shirt and trousers 
at the door on left; his face is anxious and his 
voice is tremulous). Who's that at the door; 
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who’s that at the door? Who gave that 
knock — d’ye yous hear me — are yous deaf or 
dhrunk or what? 

Boyle (to johnny). How the hell do I know 
who ’tis? Joxer, stick your head out o’ the 
window an’ see. 

joxer. An* mebbe get a bullet in the kisser? 
Ah, none o’ them th ricks for Joxer! It’s 
betther to be a coward than a corpse! 

boyle ( looking cautiously out of the window). 
It's a fella in a thrench coat. 

johnny. Holy Mary, Mother o’ God, I , . . 
boyle. He’s goin’ away — he must ha’ got 
tired knockin’. 

(johnny returns to the room on left) 
boyle. Sit down an’ have a cup o’ tay, 
Joxer. 

joxer. I’m afraid the missus ud pop in on 
us agen before we’d know where we are. 
Something tellin’ me to go at wanst. 

boyle. Don’t be superstitious, man; we’re 
Dublin men, an’ not boyos that’s only afther 
cornin’ up from the bog o’ Allen — though if 
she did come in, right enough, we’d be caught 
like rats in a thrap. 

joxer, An’ you know the sort she is — she 
wouldn’t listen to reason — an’ wanse bitten 
twice shy. 
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hoyli; (going over to the window at hack ). Ft 
the worst came to the worst, you could dart 
out here, Joxer; it’s only a dhrop of a lew feel: 
to the roof of the return room, an’ the first 
minute she goes into dh other room, I II give 
you the bend, an’ you can slip in an’ away. 

joxkr ( yielding to the temptation ). Ah, I 
won’t stop very long anyhow. (Pitkin t; up a 
hook from the /aide) Who's is the buk? 

Boyle. Aw, one o’ Mary’s; she’s always 
readin’ lately — nothin’ but thrash, too. There’s 
one I was lookin’ at dh’other day : three, stories, 
The Doll’s House, ( .’hosts, an’ The Wild Duck. 
— buks only fit for chiselursl 

joxkr. Didja ever rude Elizabeth , or Tit' 
Exile o' Sihayria . . . ah, it’s a darlin’ story, 
a daarlin’ story 1 

Boyle. You eat your sassige, an’ never min’ 
Tli Exile o' Sihayria. 

(Both sit down ; boyi.k fills out tea , pours 
gravy on joker’s plate . , and keeps the 
sausage, for himself.) 

joxkr. What are you wearin’ your moleskin 
trousers for? 

Boyle. I have to go to a job, Joxer. Just 
afther you'd gone, Devine kern runnin’ in to tell 
us that Father Farrell said if I went down to the 
job that’s goin* on in Rathrnines I’d get a start. 
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joxer. Be the holy, that’s good news! 
hoyle. How is it good news? I wondher 
if you were in my condition, would you call 
it good news? 

joxer. I thought . . . 
boyle. You thought! You think too 
sudden sometimes, Joxer. D’ye know, I’m 
hardly able to crawl with the pains in me 'legs 1 
joxer, Yis, yis; I forgot the pains in your 
legs. I know you can do nothin’ while they’re 
at you. 

boyle. You forgot; I don’t think any of 
yous realize the state I’m in with the pains in 
me legs. What ud happen if I had to carry a 
bag o’ cement? 

joxer. Ah, any man havin’ the like of them 
pains id be down an’ out, down an’ out. 

boyle. I wouldn’t mind if he had said it to 
meself; but, no, oh no, he rushes in an’ shouts 
it out in front o’ Juno, an’ you know what Juno 
is, Joxer. We all know Devine knows a little 
more than the rest of us, but he doesn’t act 
as if he did ; he’s a good boy, sober, able to 
talk an* all that, but still ... 

joxer. Oh ay; able to argufy, but still . , . 

, BoYLE . he’s runnin’ a ft her Mary, aself, 
he s not goin’ to be runnin’ afther me. Captain 
Boyle’s able to take care of himself. Afther 
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all. I’m not gcttin’ brought up on Virol. I 
never heard him usin’ a curse; l don’t believe 
he was ever dhrunk in his life — sure lie’s not 
like a Christian at all ! 

joxkr. You’re aither talcin’ the word out 
o’ me mouth — afflux all, a Christian’s natural, 
but he’s unnatural. 

isoYUi, Mis oul’ fella was just the same- — a 
Wicklow man. 

joxkr. A Wicklow muni That explains 
the whole thing. I’ve met many a Wicklow 
man in me time, but 1 never met wan that was 
any good. 

hoyi.k. “ Father Farrell,” says lie, "sent me 
down to tell you.’’ Father Farrell 1 . . . D’ye 
know, Joxer, l never like to be beholden to 
any o’ the clergy. 

joxkr. It’s dangerous, right enough. 

hoyi.k. If they do anything for you, they’d 
want you to be livin’ in the Chapel. . . . I’m 
goin’ to tell you somethin', Joxer, that: I 
wouldn’t tell to anybody else — the clergy 
always had too much power over the. people 
in this unfortunate country. 

joxkr. You could sing that: if you had an 
air to it! 

hoyi.k (becoming enthusiastic). Didn’t they 
prevent the people in " ’47 ’’ from seizin’ the 
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«„•„ an’ they starvin’ ; didn’t they down 
arncll ; didn t they say that hell wasn’t hot 
enough nor eternity long enough to punish 
the Fenians? We don t forget, we don’t forget 
them things, Joxcr. If they’ve taken even- 
thing- else from us, Joxcr, they’ve left us our 
memory. 

joxkr ( emotionally ). For mem’ry’s the only 
ii lend that grief can call its own, that grief 
can . . . call , . . its own I 

iioyi.i;. Father. Farrell's beginnin’ to take 
a great mthcrest in Captain Boyle; because of 
what Johnny did for his country, says he to 
me wan day. It’s a curious way to reward 
Johnny be makin’ his poor oul’ father work 
But that s what the clergy want, Joxer—work,' 
work, work for me an’ you; havin’ us mulin’ 
rom mormn’ till night, so that they may be in 
jetther fettle when they come hoppin’ round 
for their ducsl Job! Well, let him give his 
job to wan of his hymn-singin’, prayer-spoutin’, 
u.iw-thunipin Confraternity men I 

{'Ihc voice of a coal-block vendor is heard 
chanting in the street.) 

VOICE OK COM. vendor. Blocks . . . coal- 
blocksl Blocks . . coai-blocksl 

j ox er. God be with the young days when 
you were steppin’ the deck of a manly ship, with 
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the win’ biowin' a hurricane through the mrk 

f n . th ° onl ] r nd / ou ’ d hcar ™i U l*»rt yilm 

helm! an the only answer, “ Port; it j S) suj ” 

cJ^nJ l} °’ m W!lS dil r> J"™. them was 
days Nothin was too hot or too heavy for 

nie then. Sailin from the Gulf o' Mexico to 
the Antanartic Ocean. I seen things, I seen 
thmgs, Joxcr, that no mortal man should' sn k 
about that knows his Catechism. Ofen 
ofen when l was fixed to the wheel with , 
marhnsp.ke, an the wins I, lowin’ fierce an"’ 
five waves lashin’ an’ lashin’, till you’d h p 
every minute was g-oin’ to be vm„- |. J I 
Mowed an’ Mowed — blew is the right’ won!' 
Joxci , but Mowed is what the sailors use 

Jr" ’ W ‘ * 11 tiiiarliii’ 

iiovi.n. An’, as it Mowed an’ Mowed I oft.,, 
looked up at the sky an’ assed „ Jf 

qu vt,’.', 11 i9 llw 9t,,rs ' »<>« h 

VOItli OI. COAL VKNDOK. A IIV blnrK ,. I 

bJocks i Mocks, coal-blocks I ‘ Co:ll ‘ 

JoxivK. Ah, that’s the question that's il. 
piestion — wliat is the stars? ’ 1,Wth 1,10 

,M ' k ' 

he moon, what is the maoii? |lU!St, ° n ’ wl,at ,M 
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ACT 


(Rapid steps are heard coming towards the 
door. boyle makes desperate efforts 
to hide everything; joxer rushes to the 
window in a frantic effort to get out; 
Boyle begins to innocently lilt “ 0/;, me 
dartin' Jennie , I will be thrue to thee ”, 
when the door is opened , and the black 
face of the coal vendor appears . ) 

the coal vendor. D’ycs want any blocks? 

boyle (with a roar). No, wc don’t want any 
blocks! 

joxer (coming back with a sigh of relief ). 
That’s afther puttin’ the heart across me- — I 
could ha’ sworn it was Juno. I’d betthcr be 
goin’, Captain; you couldn’t tell the minute 
Juno’d hop in on us. 

boyle. Let her hop in; we may as well 
have it out first as at last. I’ve made up me 
mind — I’m not goin’ to do only what she damn 
well likes. 

joxer. Them sentiments does you credit, 
Captain; I don’t like to say anything as between 
man an’ wife, but I say as a butty, as a butty, 
Captain, that you’ve stuck it too long, an’ that 
it’s about time you showed a little spunk. 

How can a man die betther than facin’. fearful odds. 
For th* ashes of his fathers an’ the temples of his 
gods. 
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iioyle. She has her rights — there’s no one 
denyin’ it, but haven’t I me rights too? 

Joxer. Of course you have — the sacral 
rights o’ man ! 

iioyle. To-day, Joxer, there’s goin’ to be 
issued a proclamation be me, establishin’ an 
independent Republic, an’ Juno’U have to 
take an oath of allegiance. 

joxer. Be firm, be firm, Captain; the first 
few minutes’ll be the worst : — if you gently 
touch a nettle it’ll sting you for your pains; 
grasp it like a lad of mettle, an’ as soft as silk 
remains I 

voice ok juno outside. Can’t stop, Mrs. 
Madigan — I haven’t a minute! 

joxer {flying out of the window). Holy God, 
here she is ! 

iioyle (packing the things away with a rush 
in the press). I knew that fella ud stop till she 
was in on top of us! (He sits down by the fire.) 
(juno enters hastily ; she is flurried and 

excited.) 

juno. Oh, you’re in — you must have been 
only afthcr coinin’ in? 

iioyle. No, I never went out. 

juno. It’s curious, then, you never heard 
the knockin’. 

(She puts her coal and hat on bed.) 
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kno™' K,10CkinV 0f COlU,SC 1 heard the 

JUno An’ why didn’t you open the door 
ien. I suppose you were so busy with Joxer 
that you hadn’t time. J 

_ bovle. I haven’t seen Joxer since I seen 
h,m f before. Joxer! What „d bring J oxer 

juno. D’ye mean to tell me that the pair 
of yous wasn t collogin’ together here when me 
back was turned? 

l D ?? U! t Y hilt lKi We be coll °gi»’ together 
about? I have somethin' else to think of 

besides collogin with Joxer. [ can swear on 
all the holy prayer-books . 

MRS. BOYLE. That you weren’t in no snug! 
Go on m at wanst now, an’ take off that mot 
skin trousers o yours, an’ put on a collar an’ 
tie to smarten yourself up a bit. There's n 
visitor cornin’ with Mary in a minute, an’ he 
has great news for you. 

BOYLE. A job, [ suppose; let us get wan 
first before we start lookin’ for another 

to r-rr LE ’. TWs the thin S that’s able 
to put the win up you. Well, it’s no iob 

bxa news that 11 gwe you the chance o’ your 

boyle. What's all the mysthery about? 
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Miis. iiovm:. G’win an take off the moleskin 
trousers when you’re to Id I 

(itoYuc goes into room on /eft.) 
(mrs< iioyi.k tidies up the room, puts the 
shovel under the bed , and goes to the 
press) 

mus. hoyijc. Oil, God bless us, looka the 
way everything’s tlmrn alumtl Oh, joxer was 
here, Joxer was here! 

(mary enters with ciiahj.ik hkntuam; 
he is a young man of twenty-five , tall, 
good-looking , with a very high opinion 
of himself generally . f ie is' dressed in 

a brown coat , brown knee-breeches , 
grey stockings, a brown sweater, with a 
deep blue tie; he carries gloves and a 
walking-stick.) 

mus. iioyj.I! ( fussing rott ml). Come in, Mr. 
Hentham; sit down, Mr. Hentham, in this chair; 
it’s more comfortabler than that, Mr. Hentham. 
Himself 11 be here in a minute; he’s just talcin’ 
off his trousers. 

mary. Mother! 

iikntuam. Please don’t put: yourself to any 
trouble, Mrs. Hoyle — I’m quite all right here, 
thank you, 

MRS. Jtovi.K. An’ to think of you knowin’ 
Mary, an’ she knowin’ the news you had for 
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us, an’ wouldn’t lot on; but it’s all the more 
welcomcr now, for we were on our hist lap I 
VO 1 C li OK JOHNNY 1NSIDK. What ilfO you 
kickin’ up all the racket for? 

noYLK (roughly). I’m talcin’ off me moleskin 
trousers I 

johnny. Can’t you tlo it, then, without 
lettin’ th’ whole house know you’re talcin’ off 
your trousers? What d’ye want puttin’ them 
on an’ talcin’ them off' again? 

liOYi.K, Will you let me alone, will you let 
me alone? Am I never goin’ to be clone 
thryin’ to please th’ whole o’ yous? 

mus. iioYi.u (/<? hkntiiam). You must excuse 
th’ state o’ th’ place, Mr. Bentham; th’ minute 
1 turn me back that man o’ mine always 
makes a litther o’ th’ place, a litthcr o’ th’ 
place. 

hkntham. Don’t worry, Mrs. Boyle; it’s 
all right, 1 assure ... 

noYLi; (inside). Where’s me braces; where 
in th name o’ God did I leave me braces. . . . 
Ay, did yem see where I put me braces? 

johnny (i inside , calling out). Ma, will you 
come in here an’ take da away ou’ o’ this or 
he’ll dhrive me mad. 

mrs. noYi.i; (going towards door). Dear, clear, 
deal, that man 11 be lookin’ for somethin’ 
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on th’ day o’ Judgement:. (Looking into room 
and calling to hoyi.h) Look at your braces, man, 
hangin’ round your neck! 

uoYLii (inside). Aw, Holy Cod! 
mus. HOYI.K (calling). Johnny, Johnny, come 
out here for a minute. 

johnny. Ah, leave Johnny alone, an’ don’t 
be annoyin’ him! 

MRS. HOYt.K. Come on, Johnny, till I inlhm- 
duco you to Mr. IJentham. (To iikntiiam) 
Me son, Mr. IJentham; lie’s al'ther goin’ 
through the mill. 1 le was only a ehiselur of 
a Boy Scout in Easter Week, when he got hit 
in the hip; and his arm was blew olF in the 
fight in O’Connell Street, (johnny comes in.) 
Here he is, Mr. IJentham; Mr. IJentham, 
Johnny, None can deny he done his bit: for 
Irclau’, if that’s goin’ to do him any good. 

johnny (boastfully), I’d do it agon, nut, 
I’d do it agen; for a principle’s a principle. 

mrs. iioYt.i-:. Ah, you lost your best prin- 
ciple, me boy, when you lost your arm; them’s 
the only sort, o’ principles that’s any good to a 
world n’ man. 

johnny. Ireland only half lice’ll never be 
at peace while she has a son left to pull a 
trigger. 

mrs. noyi.i:. To be sure, to be sure no 
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bread’s a lot bctther than half a loaf. ( Calling 
loudly into hoylk) Will you hurry up there? 

(hoyi.e enters in his best trousers , which 
aren't too goody and looks very un- 
comfortable in his collar and tie.) 
mus. Hoyle. This is me husband; Mr. 
Boyle, Mr. Bentham. 

hentham. Ah, very glad to know you, 
Mr. Boyle. How are you? 

boyle. Ah, I’m not too well at all; I suffer 
terrible with pains in me legs. Juno can tell 
you there what ... 

mrs. boyle. You won’t have many pains in 
your legs when you hear what Mr. Bentham 
has to tell you. 

bentham, Juno! What an interesting 
name! It reminds one of Homer’s glorious 
story of ancient gods and heroes. 

boyle. Yis, doesn’t it? You see, Juno was 
born an’ christened in June; I met her in June; 
we were married in June, an* Johnny was born, 
in June, so wan day I says to her, “ You should 
ha’ been called Juno,” an’ the name stuck to 
her ever since. 

mrs. boyle. Here, we can talk o’ them 
things agen; let Mr. Bentham say what he 
has to say now. : i'-j 

bentham. Well, Mr. Boyle, I suppose 
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you’ll remember a Mr. Ellison of Santry — 
he’s a relative of yours, 1 think. 

noYi.it {viciously). Is it that prognosticator 
an’ procrastinator 1 Of course I. remember 
him. 

hkntiiam, Well, lie’s dead, Mr. Hoyle . . . 

liovi.it. Sorra many’ll go into mournin’ for 
him. 

mus. .jioYi.n, Wait till you hear what Mr. 
Bcntham has to say, an’ then, maybe, you’ll 
change your opinion. 

hkntiiam. A week before he died he sent 
for me to write his will for him, I le told me 
that there were two only that he wished to 
leave his property to: his second cousin, 
Michael Finnegan of Santry, and John Hoyle, 
his first cousin of Dublin. 

noYLi; {excitedly). Me, is it me, me? 

hkntiiam. You, Mr, Hoyle; I’ll read a 
copy of the will that I have here with me, 
which has been duly filed in the Court of 
Probate, {lie lakes a paper from his pocket and 

leads). 6//; February 1922. 

This is the last Will am! Testament of William 
Ellison, of Santry, in the County of Dublin, 1 hereby 
order and wish my property to he sold ami divided as 
follows: — 

fy.o to the St. Vincent Do Paul Society. 

•U 
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£60 for Masses for the repose of my soul (5s, for 
Each Mass). 

The rest of my property to he divided between my 
first and second cousins. } 

I hereby appoint Timothy illicitly, of Santry, and 
Hugh llrierly, of Coolock, to be my Executors, 

( Signed ) William Er.r.isoN, 

Hugh Hiukui.y, 

Timothy Buckly. 

Charles Bentilam, N.T. 

roylk (eagerly). An’ how much’ll be cornin’ 
out of it, Mr. Bentham? 

UENTIIAM. The Executors told me that half 
of the property would be anything between 
/A 500 and £2000. 

mary. A fortune, father, a fortune 1 

johnny. We’ll be able to get out o’ this 
(dace now, an’ go somewhere we’re not known. 

MRS. HOYLE. You won't have to trouble 
about a job for awhile, Jack. 

110YLK (fervently). I’ll never doubt the good- 
ness o’ God agen. 

he nth am, I congratulate you, Mr. Boyle, 
(They shake hands.) 

HOYLE. An’ now, Mr. Bentham, you'll 
have to have a wet. 

UENTIIAM. A Wet? 

HOYLE, A wet — a jar — a boul I 
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MRS. ilOYr.K. Jack, you’re sponkin* to Mr. 
Bentham, an’ not to joxcr. 

TioYi.E {solemnly). Juno . • IM.uy . . ■ 
Johnny . . . we’ll have to go into mourmn 
at wanst. ... I never expected that poor bill 
ud die so sudden. . . . Well, we all have to 
die some day . . . you, Juno, to day . . . an 
me, maybe, to-morrow. . . • R’a ^id, out u 
can’t be helped. . . . Requiescat in pace . . . 
or, usin’ our oul* tongue like St . I 'at l ick or 
St. Brigct, Guh aayeree jura uyerat 

mary. Oh, father, that’s not Rest in I dace; 
that’s Cod save Ireland. 

noYi.K. U-u-ugh, it's all the same- isn't it 

a prayer? . . . Juno, I’m done with Joxn ; 
he’s nothin’ but a prognosticator an’ a . . . 

I ox is r {climbing angrily through the wint/ou' 
anil bounding into the room). \ ou're done with 
Joxcr, are you? Maybe you thought I’d stop 
on the roof all t he night for you I Joxcr out 
on the roof with the win’ Mowin’ through him 
was nothin’ to you an’ your friend with the 
collar an’ tie I 

mrs. noYi.K. What; in the name o' (hnl 
brought you out on the. mol'; what were you 
doin’ there? 

joxiSR ( ironically ). 1 was d breamin' l was 
standin’ on the bridge of a ship, an’ she sailin’ 
•Id 
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the Antartic Ocean, an’ it blowed, an’ blowed 
an’ I lookin’ up at the sky an’ savin’, what is 
the stars, what is the stars? 

mrs, HOYLJi (opening ihc door and standing at 
it). Here, get ou’ o’ this, Joxer Daly; I was 
always thinkin’ you had a slate off. 

joxkr (moving to the door). I have to laugh 
every time I look at the deep-sea sailor; an’ 
a row on a river ud make him sea-sick ! 

noYLii. Get ou’ o’ this before I take the 
law into me own hands I 

joxkr (going out). Say aw rcwacawr, but not 
good-bye, Lookin’ for work, an’ prayin’ to 
God he won’t get itl _ (//,. j^ es \ 

mrs. BOYL 15 , I’m tired tollin’ you what Joxer 
was; maybe now you see yourself the kind he is. 

Hoyle. He’ll never blow the froth off a 
pint o’ mine agen, that’s a sure thing. Johnny 
. . . Mary . . , you’re to keep yourselves to 
yourselves for the future. Juno, I’m done 
with Joxer. . . . I'm a new man from this 
out. . . . (Clasping juno’s hand , and singing 
emotionally) : 

Oh, me darlin’ Juno, I will be thi ne to thee; 

Me own, me darlin’ Juno, you’re all the world to me. 


CURTAIN 



Sc knic; The same, hut the furniture is mure 
plenliftt /, <m,l of <t vulgar mt/ure. ./ 
glaringly upholstered arm-chair and loituyc ; 
cheap pictures and photos everywhere. Every 
available spot is ornamented with huge vases 
filled with artificial flowers. ' Crossed 
festoons of coloured paper chains stretch front 
end to end of ceiling. ( ht the fa hie is an old 
attachi case, it is about six in the evening, 
and two days after the hirst .let. itnvr.K, 
in his shirt sleeves, is 'voluptuously stretched 
on the sofa; he is smoking a clay pipe. //,• 
is half asleep. .! lamp is lighting on the 
table, elf ter a few moments' pause the voice 
°f Joxj-:k is heard singing softly outside at 

the door - “ Me pipe i'll smoke, as J dhrivc 

me moke — are you there , Mur , . , cc . . . 
'<>' . feed " 
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iiovu; (leafing up, hikes a pen in his hand and 
busies himself with papers). Come along, Joxer 
me son, come along. ‘ 

joxer {pulling his head in). Are you be 
yourself? 

hoylk. Come on, come on; that doesn’t 
matthcr; I’m masther now, an’ I’m goin’ to 
remain masther. 

(joxer comes in.) 

joxivr. How d’ye feel now, as a man o’ 
money? 

noYLi! {solemnly), it’s a responsibility, Joxer, 
a great responsibility. 

joxer, I suppose ’tis now, though you 
wouldn’t think it. 

boyle. Joxer, han’ me over that attackey 
case on the table there, (joxer hands the easel) 
Ever since the Will was passed I’ve run 
hundhreds o’ dockymonts through me bans— - 
I tell you, you have to keep your wits about 
you. {lie busies himself with papers.) 

joxer. Well, I won’t disturb you; I’ll 
dhrop in when ... 

Hoyle (, hastily ). It’s all right, Joxer, this is 
the last one to be signed to-day, ( lie signs a 
paper, puts it into the case, which he shuts'' with 
a snap, and sits back pompously in the chair.) 
Now, Joxer, you want to see me; I’m at 
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your service- — wlmt can 1 do for you, me 
man? 

joxkr. I’ve just dhropped in with the 
£2 : 5 s - that Mrs. Madigan riz on the blankets 
an’ table for you, an’ she says you're to be in 
no hurry payin’ it back. 

itoYi.K. Stic won’t tie long without it; l 
expect the first cheque for a couple o’ hundhm l 
any day. There’s the five boh for yourself- — 
go on, take it, man; it’ll not be the last you’ll 
get from the Captain. Now an’ agen we have 
our differ, hut we’re there together all the time. 

joxkr. Me for you, an’ you for me, like 
the two Musketeers. 

noYi.it. Father Farrell stopped me to-day 
an’ tole me how glad he was .1 fell in for the 
money. 

joxkr. l ie’ll he stoppin’ you ofen enough 
now; I suppose it was “ Mr. ” Boyle with 
him? 

HOYi.it. Me shuk me be the Inin'. . . . 
joxkr ( ironicaify ). I met with Nappcr Tandy, 
an’ he shuk me be the han’l 

moyi.k. You’re seldom asthray, joxer, but 
you’re wrong shipped this time. What you’re 
sayin’ of Father Farrell is very near to Idas- 
feemey, [ don’t like any one to talk dis- 
respectful of Father Farrell, 

'I? 
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ACT 

I vvouJihi'Mct 'ii wo"i 

^^ h ra t,,c 

?’ i always said Jic was a dartin' man >. 
onarlin’ man. Inan > a 

I . no i ] 1Ai ' p )min ’ l, P Ac stairs who did I meet 
but that bummer, Num-nt “ I 1 1 

talkin’ to Father Farrell ” "L hl .\ ^ 

on him “ I T >11 I 1*1, JlC > Wltl1 a grill 

cm Jum Hell be folleyin’ you,” s a vs ho 
like a Guardian Angel from this out ,11 
the tune the oul’ grin o„ him, U,J r 

JOX.5R, 1 never seen him yet but he had 

that oul’ grin on him! ne fttlcl 

DOYLE. " Mr. Nugent,” says I « lather 

know the Ypstn °’ ^ pe ° p,C > an ’> >!ls hl ' I 
enow the History o me country, the nriests 

freedom”" m thC Vil, ‘ ° f thc fl « ht for I r elan’s 

joxi;r (fervently)', 

22S S?f* I^^SwrtAnwi? 

‘ 1 fi b r bt first began, Soggart Aroon? 

doyu ” Who arc you tailin’,” says he? 
Didu t they let down thc Fenians, ai/didn’t 
hey do in Parnell? An’ now...” ••*YouoS, 
to be ashamed o’ yourself,'? says I, interruptin’ 

/W r i ? °- know t ,c History o’ your country.” 
An I left him gawkin’ where he was. , 
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joxiiR. Where ignorance ’a bliss 'tis folly to 
be wise; I wondher did he ever read the 
Story o’ Irelan’, 

Hoyle. Be J. L, Sullivan? Don’t you know 
he didn’t, 

j oxer. Ah, it’s a darlin’ buk, a daarlin’ link I 

boyle. You’d betther be goin’, now, Joxer, 
his Majesty, Bentham, ’ll be here any minute, 
now. 

joxer. Be the way things is lookin’, it’ll 
be a match between him an’ Mary. She’s 
thru n over Jerry altogether. Well, I hope it 
will, for he’s a darlin’ man. 

doyle. I’m glad you think so— I don't, 

(. Irritably ) What’s darlin' about him? 

JOXER (nonplussed). I only seen him twiced; 
if you want to know me, come an’ live with 
me. 

hoyle. He’s too ignilied for me — to hear 
him talk you’d think he knew as much as a 
Boney’s Oraculum. He’s given up his job as 
teacher, an’ is goin’ to become a solicitor in 
Dublin lies been study in ’ law, l suppose 
lc thinks I II set him up, but he’s wrong 
shipped. An’ th’ other fella— ferry’s as bad! 

I he two o’ them ud give you a pain in your 
lace, listenin’ to them; Jerry believin’ in 
nothin, an Bentham believin’ in everythin’. 
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One that says all is God an’ no man: 
th’ other that says all is man an’ no Godl’ 
joxer. Well, I’ll be oft’ now. 
noYLK. Don’t forget to dhrop down aft, 
awhile; we 11 have a quiet jar, an’ a song c 
two. B: i 

Joxkr. Never fear. 

) !!OYi.ii. All’ tell Mrs. Madigan that i j 10 p 
we 11 have the pleasure of her organization t 
our little enthertainment. 

joxer, Righto; we’ll come down togethei 

{He goes out , 

(johnny comes from room on left, and si) 
down moodily at the fire, uoyle look 
at him for a few moments , and shakk 
his head, lie fills his pipe) , 

VOICE OR JUNO AT TUI! DOOR. Open till 
door, Jack; this thing has me nearly kilt witi 
the weight. 

(uoyle opens the door, juno enter, 
carrying the box of a gramophone 
followed by mary carrying the hdn 
and some parcels, juno'/ww tin 
box on the table and flops into a chair) 
juno. Carryin’ that from Henry Street was 
no joke. 

, novi.K. U-u-ugh, that’s a grand -looldhl 
insthrument — how much was it? ' 
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juno. Pound down, an’ five to be paid at 
two shilling a week. 

boyle. That’s reasonable enough. 
juno. I’m afraid we’re runnin’ into too 
much debt; first the furniture, an’ now 
this. 

boyle. The whole lot won’t be much out 
of £1000. 

mary. I don’t know what you wanted a 
gramophone for — I know Charlie hates them; 
lie says they’re destructive of real music. 

boyle. Destlmictive of music — that fella 
ud give you a pain in your face. All a gramo- 
phone wants is to he properly played; it’s 
thruc wondher is only felt when everythins 
quiet — what a gramophone wants is dead 
silence 1 

mary. But, father, Jerry says the same; 
afthcr all you can only appreciate music when 
your ear is properly trained. 

boyle. That’s another fella ud give you a 
pain in your face. Properly thruinedl I 
suppose you couldn’t appreciate football unless 
your fut was properly thniincd. 

mrh. boyle (to mary). (in on in owcr that 
an’ dress, or Charlie ’ll be in on you, an’ tea 
nor nothin ’ll lie ready. 

(mary goes into room left.) 
5 * 



JUNO AND THE PAYCOCK aci 

mrs. boyle (arranging table for tea). You 
didn’t look atour new gramophone, Johnny? 

johnny. ’T'isn’t gramophones I’m think- 
ing of. 

MRS. BOYI.JJ. An’ what is it you’re thinkin’ 
of, allanna? 

johnny. Nothin’, nothin’, nothin’, 

mrs. boyle. Sure, you must be thinkin’ of 
somethin’; it’s yourself that has yourself the 
way y’are; sleepin’ wan night in me sisther’s, 
an’ the nex’ in your father’s brother’s — you’li 
get no rest goin’ on that way. 

johnny. I can rest nowhere, nowhere, 
nowhere. 

mrs. BOYLE. Sure, you’re not thryin’ to rest 
anywhere. 

johnny. Let me alone, let me alone, let 
me alone, for God’s sake. 

(/I knock at street door) 

MRS. boyle (in a flutter). Here he is: here’s 
Mr. Bentham! 

boyle. Well, there’s room for him; it’s a 
pity there’s not a brass band to play him 
in. 

mrs. boyle. We’ll han’ the tea round, ail’ 
not be clusthered round the table, as if we never- 
seen nothin’. 

(Steps are heard approaching , and juno, 
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opening the door , allows bentiiam to 
enter.) 

juno. Give your li«it *ui stick to Jiick s 
there ... sit clown, Mr. Bentiiam . . . no, 
not there . . . in th’ easy chair be the fire . . . 
there, that’s betthcr. Mury’ll be out to you 
in a minute. 

uoyle {solemnly). I seen lie the paper this 
mornin’ that Consols was down halt per cent. 
That’s serious, min’ you, an’ shows the whole 
counthry’s in a state o’ chassis. 

MRS. boylk. What’s Consols, Jack? 

BOYLE. Consols? Oil, Consols^ is — oh, 
there’s no use tellin’ women what Consols is 
— th’ wouldn’t undherstand. 

bentmam. It’s just as you were saying, Mr. 
Boyle . . . 

(mary enters , charmingly dressed.) 
bentiiam. Oh, good evening, Mary ; how 
pretty you’re looking 1 
mary {archly). Am 1? 

boyle. We were just talkin’ when you kern 
in, Mary; I was tellin’ Mr. Bentham that the 
whole counthry’s in a state o’ chassis, 

mary {to bentiiam). Would you prefer the 
green or the blue ribbon round me. hair, 
Charlie? 

mus. boyle. Mary, your father's speakin'. 
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hoyi.m (rapidly). I was jus’ tcllin’ 
Bentham that the whole counthry’s in a sta 
chassis. 

maky. I’m sure you’re frettin’, da, whe 
it is or no. 

mrs. noYi.n. With all our churches 
religions, the worl’s not a bit the betthcr. 
noYi.it (with a commanding gesture), 'l ay 
(maky and mrs. HOY 1 .K dispense the 
mrs. noYi.it. An’ Irelan’s takin’ a leaf 
o’ the works buk; when we got the niaki 
our own laws I thought we’d never stop to 
behind us, but instead of that we never sto] 
to look before us! If the people ud folic 
their religion betthcr thore’d be a bei 
chance for us— what do you think, 
Bentham? 

iikntuam. I’m afraid 1 can’t ventur 
express an opinion on that, point, Mrs. Bi 
dogma has no attraction for me, 

mrs. HOYi.it. I forgot you didn’t hold 
us: what’s this you said you were? 

iikntuam, A Thcosophist, Mrs. Boyle. 
MRS. noYi.it. An’ what in the name o’ G 
a Thcosophist? 

noYi.it. A Thcosophist, Juno, 's a — tell 
Mr. Bentham, tell her. 

uii nt ham. It’s hard to explain in a 
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words: Theosophy’s founded on The Vedas, 
the religious books of the .Hast, it’s central 
theme is the existence of an all-pervading Spirit 
— the Life-Breath. Nothing really exists but 
this one Universal Life breath. And whatever 
even seems to exist separately from this Life- 
Breath, doesn’t really exist at all. It is all 
vital force in man, in all animals, and in all 
vegetation. This .Life-breath is called the 
Prawna. 

mrs. ROYi.ii, The Prawna! VVlial a comical 
name! 

novi.K. Prawna; yis, the Prawna. (Mowing 
gently through his lips) That’s the Prawna! 
mrs. noYi.ii. Whist, whist, Jack. 
hhntiiam. The happiness of man depends 
upon his sympathy with this Spirit. Men 
who have reached a high state of excellence are 
called Yogi. Some men become Yogi in a 
short time, it may lake others millions of years. 

boylk. Yogi I 1 seen lumdhreds of them 
in the streets o’ San Francisco. 

HKNTHAM. It IS SR id by these Yogi (hat if 
we practise certain mental exercises that we 
would have powers denied to others— for 
instance, the faculty of seeing things that 
happen miles and miles away. 

MRS. noYi.ji, i wouldn’t: care to meddle with 
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hoyle. What’s curious about it? Isn’t of 
religions curious ; if they weren’t, you would,!’ 
get any one to believe them. But Sfo 
is passu, away— -they’ve had their da/lik 
everything else. lake the real Dublin people 
f instance; they know more about ChaHie 

“* **» *»* <■. 4 

You l>dicre «*«* 

MARY. Don’t you know he doesn’t, mother! 
hisNtham. I don’t know that, Mary. Scien-' 
tists are beginning to think that what S 
call ghosts are sometimes seen by persons of! 
a certain nature. They say that LSj 
actions, such as the killing of a person, demands ! 
great energy, and that that energy lingers iii 
the place where the action occurred. Peon! 
may ive in the place and see nothing, when 
some one may come along whose personality 
has some peculiar connection with the energy 

oftirep^e, and, a flash, the person sees tf 

johnny (rising swiftly } pale and affected). 
What sort o talk is this to be goin’ of with 
Is there nothin’ betther to be talkin’ about but 
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the killin’ o’ people? My God, isn’t it bad 
enough for these things to happen without 
talkin’ about them! (lie hurriedly goes into the 
room on left) 

bentham. Oh, I’m very sorry, Mrs. Boyle; 
I never thought ... 

MRS. 1IOYLH (apologetically). Nevermind, Mr. 
Bentham, he’s very touchy. (A frightened 
scream is heard from johnny inside) 

mrs. BOY1.U. Mother of God, what’s that? 

(He rushes out again, his face pale , his 
lips twitching , his limbs trembling) 
johnny. Shut the door, shut the door, 
quick, for God’s sake! Great God, have mercy 
on mel Blessed Mother o’ God, shelter me, 
shelther your son ! 

mrs. boyi.h (catching him in her arms). What’s 
wrong with you? What ails you? Sit: down, 
sit down, here, on the bed . . . there now 
. . . there now. 

mary. Johnny, Johnny, what ails you? 
johnny, I seen him, 1 seen him . . . 
kneelin' in front o' the statue . . . merciful 
Jesus, have pity on mel 

mrs. noYi.K (to hoyi.Iv). Get him a glass o’ 
whisky . . . quick, man, an’ don’t stand 
gawkin’. 

(iioYi.K gets the whisky) 
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johnny. Sit here, sit here, mother ' 
between me an’ the door. ' V 

MRS. MOYI.K. I’ll sit beside you as long ls 
yot; l*e, only toll ,„o whet wa/i t come alo“ 

j»„»»v UJur A,W lmc M „ k y j . 

1 •, y 1 Robbie Tailored kneS 

down before the statue . . . an' the red light 
shmm on him . . an' when 1 went in , g i 

, tullu ’^ un looked at me . . . an’ I q<v> n 

the wouns bleedin’ in his breast. . Oh toIi 
did he look at me like that , . it 


- umr. » . , it wiisn f mv 

fiiult that he was done in. . . . Mother o’ Go/ 
keep him away from me! ’ 

• MKS - ''“Yu:. There, there, child, you’ve 
imagined it all. There was nothin’' there at 
all— it was the red light you seen, an’ the talk 
we had put all the rest into your head. Here 
dhrmk- more o’ this— it’ll do you good. . 

An, now, stretch yourself down on the bed 
for a little. {Jo hoylk) Go in, Jack, an’ show 
lnm it was only in his own head it was, * 

1,0 YUi »o move). K-e-e-e-eh; it’s all 

nonsense; it was only a shadda he saw. . 

mary. Mother o’ God, lie made me heart lepl 
iientham. It was simply clue to an over-, 
wicmght imagination— we all get that way atf 
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mrs. noYLB. There, clear, lie <-!own in the 
bed, an’ I’ll put the quilt across you • . • 
e-e-e-eh, that’s it . . . you’ll be :t> ! ''ight as 
the mail in a few minutes. 

johnny. Mother, go into the room an see 
if the light’s lightin’ before the statue. 

mrs. hoyi.k (to noYi.it). Jack, run in an see 
if the light’s lightin’ before the stat ue. 

hoyi.k (to mary). Mary, «li]» in an’ see it the 

light’s lightin’ before the statue. 

(mauv hesitates to .if" in-) 

hkntiiam. It’s all right; Mary, 1 II go. 

(He pcs into the room; remains fur a Jen* 
moments , and returns,) 

hkn’I'iiam. If, very thing’s just as it was the 
light burning bravely before the statue. 

hoyi.k. Of course ; I knew it was all 
nonsense. 

(A knock at the door.) 
hoyi.k (going to open the door), Iv e e e eh. 

(He opens it , and j ox kh, fottomd h wits. 
maiuoan, enters, mrs. maoioan is 
a s/roup dapper little woman of afmui 
forty-five ; her fate is almost always a 
widespread smile of complacent};. She 
is a woman who, in manner at least , 
can mourn with them that mount, and 
rejoice with them that do rejoice. 1 1 'hen 
59 



JUNO AND THE PAYCOCK 

she is feeling comfortable , she is inc, 
to be reminiscent; when others say 
thing, or following a statement mat 
herself , she has a habit of putting 
head a little to one side , and noa 
it rapidly several times in succes 
like a bird pecking at a hard b 
Indeed , she has a good deal of the 
in her, but the bird instinct is b 
means a melodious one . She 

ignorant , vulgar and forward ', but 
heart is generous withal. For instk 
she would help a neighbour' s sick c) 
she would probably kill the child j 
her intentions would be to cure it; \ 
would be more at home helping a ’d 
man to lift a fallen horse. Sit, 
dressed in a rather soiled grey a 
and a vivid purple blouse; in her \ 
is a huge comb, ornamented with i. 
coloured beads. She enters with 
gliding step, beaming smile and nodi 
head, hoylk receives them effusivi 
Boyle. Come on in, Mrs, Madigan; cc 
r ^ afraid you weren’t coinin’, , i 
(Slyly) There’s some people able to dhressf 
Joxer? : [ 

joxer. hair as the blossoms that bloortj 
Go 
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the May, an* sweet as the scent of the new- 
mown hay. . . . Ah, well she may wear 
them. 

MRS. MADIGAN (/ looking tU MARY), I kllOW 

some as are as sweet as the blossoms that bloom 
in the May — oh, no names, no pack cl brill I 
Hoyle. An’, now, I’ll intlmxluce the pair 
o’ yous to Mary’s intended: Mr, llentham, 
this is Mrs. Madigan, an old’ back-parlour 
neighbour, that, if she could help it at all, ml 
never see a body slink 1 

BJiNTHAM {fiSUt^ <lUfl (fifl/tlthw/y s/lilkiflg the 
hand of mrs. maihgan). I’m sure, it’s a great 
pleasure to know you, Mrs. Madigan. 

mus. madigan. An’ I’m goin’ to tell you, 
Mr. Bentham, you’re goin’ to get as nice a bit 
o’ skirt in Mary, there, as ever you seen in 
your puff. Not like some of the dhressed-up 
dolls that’s knockin’ about lookin’ for men 
when it’s a skclpin’ they want. I remember, 
as well as I remember yeatherday, the day she 
was born — of a Tuesday, the 25th o’ June, in 
the year 1901, at thirty-three minutes past wan 
in the clay be Foley’s clock, the pub at the corner 
0’ the street. A cowld day it was too, for the: 
season 0’ the year, an’ I remember say in’ to 
Joxer, there, who I met cornin’ up th* stairs, 
that the new arrival in Boyle’s ud grow up a 
Or 
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hardy chisclur if it lived, an that she’d be 
somethin’ one o’ these days that nobody 
suspected, an’ so. signs on it, here she is to-day 
goin’ to be married to a young man lookin’ as 
if he’d be fit to commensurate in any position 
in life it ud please God to call him I 

hoyi.k {effusively). Sit down, Mrs. Madigan 
sit down, me ouP sport. (To hkntham) This 
is Joxcr Daly, Past Chief Ranger of the Dear 
Little Shamrock Branch of the Irish National 
foresters, an oul front-top neighbour, that 
never despaired, even in the darkest days of 
Ireland’s sorra, 

joxkr. Nil desperandum, Captain, nil 
desperandum. 

doyi.k. Sit down, Joxcr, sit down. The 
two of us was ofen in a tight corner. 
mrs, boyle. Ay, in Foley’s snug I 
joxkr. An’ we kem out of it fiyin’, we kem 
out of it flyin’, Captain. 

iioYLu, An’, now, for a dhrink — I know 
yous won’t refuse an ouP friend. 

MRS. MADIGAN ( to JUNO). Is Jollllliy not '■ 

well, Mrs. ... CW 

mrs. hoyi.k (wanthig/y), S-s-s-sh. 
mrs. madigan. Oh, the poor darlin’. 

HOYLE. Well, Mi-s. Madigan, is it tea or 
what? 



JUNO AND THE I’AYCOCK 


ii 

mks. MAU1GAN. Well, speakin’ Ini' ItlCScll, 
I jus’ had me tea a minute ago, an’ I’m afraid 
to dhrink any more — I’m never the same when 
I dhrink too much lay. Thanks, all (lie same, 
Mr. Boyle. 

ik)yi,k. Well, what about, a bottle o' stout 
or a dhrop o’ whisky? 

mrs. madman. A bottle o' stout ltd he a 
little too heavy for me stum mock al'ther me 
tay. . . . A-a-ah, I’ll thry the ball o’ mall . 

(iioyi.k prepares the whisky.) 

mrs. MAoir.AN. There's nothin’ like ti hall 
o’ malt occasional like — too much of it isn’t 
good. (To iioyi.k, who is mi, -ling Witter) Ah, 
God, Johnny, don’t put too much wather on 
it! (She drinks.) I suppose yous’ll In- lavin’ 
this place. 

iioyi.k. I’m looking for a place near the sea; 
I’d like the place that you might say was me 
cradle, to be me grave as well. The sea is 
always callin’ me. 

joxkr. She is callin’, callin’, callin’, in the 
win’ an’ on the sea. 

iioyi.k. Another dhrop o’ whisky, Mir«. 
Madigan? 

mrs. MADiOAN. Well, now, it: ud he hard 
to refuse scein’ the suspicious times that’s 
in it. 
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isoYUi (with a commandin'? vesture). Sond 
• • • Juno . . . Mary . . /“Home to Our 
Mountins ”1 

mrs, mad iGA n ( enthusiastically ). Hear, hear! 

joxjsk. Oh, tha’s a darlin’ song, a daarlin’ 
song! 

MARY (bashfully). Ah no, da; I’m not in a 
singin’ humour. 

mrs. MADiGAN. Hawn with you, child, an’ 
you only goin’ to he marrid; I remember as 
well as 1 remember yestherday,- — it was on a 
lovely August evenin’, exactly, accordin’ to 
dale, fifteen years ago, come the Tuesday 
folleyin’ the nex’ that’s coinin’ on, when me 
own man (the Lord he pod to him) an’ me was 
sittin’ shy together in a doty little nook on a 
counthry road, adjacent to The Stiles. “ That’ll 
scratch your lovely, little white neck,” says he, 
kctchin’ hould of a danglin’ bramble branch, 
holdin’ clusters of the loveliest flowers you ever 
seen, an’ breakin’ it off, so that his arm fell, 
accidental like, roun’ me waist, an’ as I felt it 
tightenin’, an* tightenin’, an’ tightenin’, I 
thought me buzzum was every minute goin’ to 
burst out into a roystlierin’ song about 

The little green leaves that were slutkm’ on the 

threes, 

I lie gallivantin’ buttherflics, an’ inr/v/.iii’ o’ the bees! 
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boyi-k. Ordhcr for the sonjil 
tuno. Come on, Mary— w«*. II «l«* 

(JUNO W MARY J/r/W «/»> *«"/ 

a suitable position, An, i; >/>/'/>’ 

/» 0«r Mountains ”.) 

(?'//(?>’ //ow /« company, ami return to their 


places*) . 

jjoym? °J ' U,n M' * 

me . , . to . . . n ; sl I 

' ' j'oxjiu (clapping his hands ). Hravu, luavnl 
Darlln’ girulls, thirlin’ girullsl 

mrs. mahhian . Juno, l JK'vrr ot-cn you in 

betther form. . . 

iiKNTHAM. Very nicely muleml milord. 

MRS. MADMAN. A liobloillll, n nnldoiulll 
mrs. iioyIiK. What about yoiiiM'll, Mo.. 
Macligan? 

(After some coaxing, mum - madman rises , 
and in a t/uaveriin < ‘voice sings the 
following verse ) : 


If I were it blackbird I’d whistle and sings 
I*d follow the ship that my throe love was in; 

An’ on the top liggin’, I’d there build mo in a, 

Ail’ at night 1 would sleep on me Willie 1 ', while bie.v.i ! 


( Becoming husky , amid applause, she sits 

down.) 

MRS. MADMAN. All, 1110 Vt lit t* i'« too llU'iky 
05 1 
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now, Juno; though I remember Ll 
Maisie Madigan could sing like j 
nt mutin’ time. I remember as 
remember yestherday, fit. a par 
celebrate the cornin’ of the first 
Annie an’ Benny Jimcson — who wn 
yous may remember, in Henrietta 
afther Easter Week, hung out a 
an’ orange pole, an’, then, who 
started their Jazz dancin’, whippe 
an’ stuck out a red, white an’ blue 
giviti’ as an excuse that a barbel 
strictly non-political — singin’ 
Remember Me ”, with the top no 
in a dead hush of pethrified attent 
he a clappin’ o’ bans that slink the 
the table, an* capped be Jimcson, 
sayin’that it was the best rendherit 
Remember Me ” lie ever heard in 

noYi.K {peremptorily). Ortlhcr 
songl 

joxbr. Ah no, I couldn’t; dc 
Captain. 

noYi.K. J oxer’s song, Joxcr’s so 
wan of your shut-eyed wans. ( 
himself in his choir; takes a clrini 
throat; solemnly closes his eyes, and i 
in a very querulous voice)', 
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She is far from the Ian* where her young hem sleeps, 
An’ lovers around her are sighing (//<> hesitates.) 

An’ lovers around her arc sighin’ . . , sighin’ . . . 
sighin’ ... " (J pause.) 

boylk ( imitating joxku) : 

And lovers arouiul her are sighing! 

What’s the use of you tliryin’ to sing- the song 
if you don’t know it? 

mary. Thry another one, Mr. Daly...™ 
maybe you’d be more fortunate. 

mrs. madioan. ( iavvti, Joxer; thry another 
wan. 

joxiiR ( starting again ) : 

I have heard the mavis singin' his love song to the morn; 

I have seen the dew-dlmip dingin’ to the rose jus’ 
newly born}, luit . . . hut . . . ( frautiealiy) 
To the rose jus’ newly horn . . . newly hum 
. . . born. 

johnny. Mother, put on the gramophone, 
for God’s sake, an* stop Joxer’s bawlin’. 

jioyi.i; {comma ttdbtgfy)' Ci’ramoplionel . . . 

I hate to see fellas lliryin’ to clo what they’re 
not able to do. f 

(iioylk arranges the gramophone^ and is 
about to starl i/ } what voices are beard 
of persons descending the stairs .) 

<>7 
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mm. iioyi.i; {warningiy), Whisht, fuck, don’t 
put it on, don’t put it on yet:; this must be 
poor Mrs, Ta nc red cornin’ down to go to the 
hospital — I forgot all about them briiigin’ the 
body to the church to-night. Open the door 
Mary, an’ give them a bit o’ light. 

(mary opens the door } and mrs. tancred 
• — " very old woman, obviously shaken 
by the daub of her sou — appears , 
accompanied by several neighbours, The 
first few phrases are spoken before they 
appear .) 

FIRST NHIOIUIOUR. It’s a sad journey we’re 
goin on, but Ciod ’s good, an’ the Republicans 
won’t he always down. 

mrs. tanciU'M). Ah, what good is that to 
me now? Whether they’re up or down— it 
won’t bring me darlin’ boy from the grave. 

mrs. noYi.n. Come in an’ have a hot cup o' 
tay, Mrs. Tailored, before you go. 

MRS. tanckbd. All, I can take nothin’ now, 
Mrs. Boyle — 1 won’t be long a ft her him. 

>' FIRST tmomiouR. Still an’ all, he died a 
noble death, an* we’ll bury him like a Icing. 

mrs. tancrkd. An’ I’ll go on livin’ like a 
pauper. Ah, what’s the pains I suffered 
bringin* him into the world to carry him to bis 
cradle, to the pains I’m sufferin’ now, carryin’ 
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him out o' the world to bring- him to his 

^Iiary. It would be better lor you not to go 
at all, Mrs. Tancred, but to stay at home beside 
the fire with some o’ the neighbours. 

MRS. TANCRKD. 1 seen the first ol him, an 
I’ll see the last of him. 

MRS. HOYI.K. You’d want a shawl, Mrs. 
Tancred; it’s a eowld night, an’ the win’s 
blowin’ sharp. 

MRS. madioan (rushing out). 1 ve a shawl 
above. 

MRS. tancrhd. Me home is gone, now; he 
was me only child, an’ to think that lie was 
lyin’ for a whole night stretched out on the 
side of a lonely countin')' lane, with his head, 
his darlin’ head, that I olen kissed an’ fondled, 
half hidden in the wather of a mimin' hnn.k. 
An’ I’m told he was the leadher of (lie ambush 
where me ncx’ door neighbour, Mrs. Maimin', 
lost her Free State soldier son. A n’ now here’s 
the two of us oul’ women, standin’ one on eaeh 
side of a scales o’ sorra, balanced be t he bodies 
of our two dead darlin’ sons. (mks. maimoam 
returns , and wraps <i shawl it nut n,l her,) (hid 
bless you, Mrs. Madigan. . . . (•'>'/; <• moves 
slowly towards the door) Mother o’ find, Mother 
o’ God, have pity on the pair of us I . . . 
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O Blessed Virgin, where were you when me 
car ha son was riddled with bullets, when me 
damn son was riddled with bullets 1 
Sacred Heart of the Crucified Jesus, take away 
our hearts o stone . . . an’ give us hearts o’ 
Hcslil . . . lake away tins murdherin’ hate 
• • • nn S lv ^ us Thine own eternal love! 

{They pass out of the room) 
mrs. noYi.K {explanatorily to at: nth am). That 
was Mrs. 'fane red of the two-pair back* her 
son was found , e’er yestherday, lyin’ out beyant 
Hughs riddled with bullets. A Die-hard he 
was, be all accounts. He was a nice quiet boy, 
but latthcrly he went to hell, with his Republic 
first, an Republic lust an’ Republic over all. 
iJeofcn took tea with us here, in the oul’ days 

an Johnny, there, an’ him used to be always 
together. 7 


johnny. Am I always to bo havin’ to tell 
you that he was no friend o’ mine; I never ! 
cared for him, an’ he could never stick me. 
It s not because he was Commandant of the 
Battalion that I was Quarther-Masther of, that 
wc were friends. , : v 

mus, liOYi.ii. He’s gone now — the Lord be 
good to him I God help his poor oul’ creature 
01 a mother, for no matcher whose friend or : 
enemy he was, he was her poor son. 

7 ° 
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hkntiiam. The whole thing is terrible, Mm, 
Boyle; but the only way to deal with a mad dog 
is to destroy him. 

mrs. iioyi.k. Aid to think of me forgettiid 
about him bein’ brought to the church to-night, 
an’ we singin’ aid all, but it was well we hadn't 
the gramophone goin’, anyhow. 

iioYi.K. Even it’ we had aself. We’ve 
nothin’ to do with these things, one way or 
t’other. That’s the < I'overnment’s business, 
aid let them do what: we’re payin’ them Ibi- 
dem’. 

mrs. iioyi.k. I’d like to know how a body’s 
not to mind these things; look at the. way 
they’re nfther leavin’ the people in this very 
house. Hasn’t the whole house, nearly, been 
massacreed? There’s young Dougherty's 
husband with his leg off; Mrs. Travers that 
had her son blew up be a mine in Inchegeela, 
in Co. Cork; Mrs, Maimin' that lost wan of 
her sons in an ambush a lew weeks ago, aid 
now, poor Mrs. Tanered's only child gone 
West with his body made a colhmdher’ of. 
Sure, if it’s not our business, 1 don't know 
whose business it is. 

iioyi.k. Here, there, that's enough about 
them things; they don’t allect us, aid we 
needn't give a damn. If they want a wake, 

7 1 
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well, let them have a wake, When I 
sailor, I was always resigned to meet • 
wathery grave; an 5 , if they want to be sc 
well, there’s no use o’ them squealin’ 
they meet a soldier’s fate. 

joxiiR. Let me like a soldier fall — me 
expandin’ to th’ hall] 

Mrs, hoyi.k. In wan way, she desert 
she got; for lately, she let th’ Die-hards 
an open house of th’ place; an’ for tl 
couple of months, either when th’ sui 
risin’, or when th’ sun was settin’, yoi 
C.I.D. men hurstin’ into your room, assii 
where were you born, where were 
christened, where were you married, an’ 
would you be buried 1 

johnny. For Clod’s sake, let us lur 
more o’ this talk. 

mrs. MAIJKJAN. What about Mr. 11 
song before we start th’ gramophone? 

mary (getting her hat , and pitting i 
Mother, Charlie and I are goin’ out for a 
sthroll. 

mrs. iiovi.K. All right, darlin’. 

HKNT1IAM (going Otlt With MARY). Wc 
be long away, Mrs. Boyle. 

mrs. m Adrian, (Avan, Captain, gwan 
HOYI.K, E-c-o-c-chj I’d want to have 
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more jars in me, before I’d tie in fettle U 

joxjjr. Givens that poem you writ l oilier 
day. (To the rest) Aw, it’s a darlin' poem, « 
daarlin’ poem. , 

MRS. HOYLIu f j 01 1 hi OSS US, IS hr SliU'Ilh 

write poetry ! t ... 

noyi.K (rising to his feat). Iv-erroli . {tie 
recites in tin emotion (tl^ consct/ucntiiil in tinner the 
following verses ) : 

Shawn an’ I were friends, sir, to me In- was all in all. 
His work was very heavy and his wages were very small. 
None betthcr on th’ bench as Docker. I'll j y » bail, 

’Tis now I’m feuliu’ lonely, li»r lo-day lie lies in jail. 

He was not what some call pious .seldom at church >n 

prayer} 

For the greatest scoundrels I know, sir, goes eveiy 
Sunday there. 

Foml of his pint- — well, rather, hut haled the Ho.:, by 
creed 

Hut never refused a copper to contlori a pal in need, 

E-c-c-e-eh. (lie sits ,ln;vii.) 

MRS. MADIOAN, < )l'!Uul, gnUld ; )’t»ll should 
folly that up, you should folly that up. 
joxkr. It’s a dnarlin' poem I 
rtoYLR (delightedly), K-c.-e~e-t.di. 
johnny. Are yoviH goin' to put on tit' 
gramophone to-night, or are yoiw not? 

7.1 
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" ovu: - «»»". .!»*, put on a record 
mus. m A i.m an. (.'wan, Captain, owan 

silence."" ’ y, ’" S ' 11 W “ t t0 k “l> * tea 

(//f f sn mo, < sUl >'ts the machine, and 
n begun ,o p/ay " If you're Irish come 
nuo the 1 nr four." As the tune is Ih 
''bin, the door is suddenly opened 
by a brisk , link bald-headed man 
dressed circumspectly in a black suit: 
he glares fiercely at all in the room ; lie 
IS NKKOI.K nucjhnt ”, a tailor . He 
carries his hat in his hand) 
nughnt (loudly, above the noise of the p ramo- 
t ho *p\ A| ;° y° lls goin* to have' that thing 
bawlin an the funeral of Mrs. Tancred’s son 
P :lsstn J hc U) wse? Have none of yous any 

rejL?* Iri * pcupi “ ,s Niitio,,d ^ 

(hoyuj stops the gramophone) 
mks. hoylk. Maybe, Needle Nugent, it’s 
nearly time we had a little less respect for the 
dead, an a little more regard for the livin’. 
mks. madioan. We don’t want you, Mr, 
ugent, to teach us what we learned at 6ur 
mother s knee. You don’t look yourself as if 
you were dy.n of grief; ify’ass Maisie Madigan 
anything, 1. d call you a real thrue Die-hard hn" 
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live-soft Republican, attendin' KcpuMieim 
funerals in the day, aid sloppiid up half the 
night milkin' suits for the Civic ( Juardsl 

( Persons are heard naming down to the 
street , some sayings “ Here if is y here it 
is" Nik it: nt withdrtt'ivSy and the rest , 
except johnny, go to the window look- 
ing into th e street, < / n d 1 o ok out . So u n < Is 
of a crowd coining nearer are heard ; 
portion are singing ) : 

To Jesus’ l h url ;il I burning; 

With fervent love lor men, 

My heart with fondest yearninj' 

Shall raise its joyful strain. 

While aj'es Course along, 

Blest: he with loudest song, 

The Sacred Heart of Jesus 
By every heart and tongue. 

mrs. hoyi.k. I Icrc\s the hearse, here's the 
hearse ! 

JioYMi. There’s t:\nil’ mother walkin' beltin' 
the coffin. 

mrs, MAUi ( I an. You can hardly see the 
coffin with the wreaths. 

joxjcr. Oh, ids a darliid lunerat, a duarlin’ 
funeral I 

mrs. MADKiAN* We'd have a brtlhrr view 
from the street. 
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royle. Yes — this place ud give you a crick 
in your neck. 

{They leave the room, and go down. 
johnny sits moodily by the fire.) 

{A young man enters ; he looks at johnny 
for a moment . ) 

the young man. Quarther-Masther Boyle. 
johnny (with a start). The Mobilize) ! 
the young man. You’re not at the funeral? 
johnny. I’m ))Ot well. 

THE young man. I’m glad I’ve found you • 
you were stoppin’ at your aunt’s; I called 
there but you’d gone. I’ve to give you an 
ordher to attend a Battalion Staff mectin’ the 
night afther to-morrow. 
johnny. Where? 

the young man. I don’t know; you’re to 
meet me at the Pillar at eight o’clock; then 
we’re to go to a place I’ll be told of to-night; 
there we’ll meet a mother that’ll bring us to 
the meeting. They think you might be able 
to know somethin’ about them that gave 
the bend where Commandant Tancred was 
shelterin’. 

johnny. I’m not goin’, then, I know 
nothing about Tancred. 

the young man {at the door). You’d betthcr 
come for your own sake — remember your oath. 
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tohnny (passionately), 1 won’t gol IlitviVt 
I dine enough for Ireland! JVo ojl me arm, 
an’ me hip’s desthroyeil s<> that l II m \<i ** 

able to walk right agcnl < mod (.««!, "avr» i 
I done enough for Ireland? 

TI-I1C YOU N Cr MAN, ]loyk-> \\\'M\ y\n \ ' > 

enough for Ireland I (/ /«• 

(j Faintly in the disunite the o'ov.'d /.* fieain 


Hail, Mary, full of gran- , tin- I ami i« with Timet 
Blessed art Thou amongst women, ami Mm “I. , t. 


taiRTjMN 
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s, “"‘ % A “ !'■ u " **"> H- 

Mi st.\ on el November even,,?; a brhht 
Mo is burning »/ the W MA hv, drcssedl 

f U , w ; !t, ‘Kf» '"Mir by the fire , leaning 

forward, her bands under her chin , 
elbows on her knees, A look of dejection, 
mulled wtth uncertain anxiety, is on her face, 
lamp, tinned! ow, ,$ lighting on the table, 
he votive light under the picture of the 
f trgtu gleams wore redly than ever . was. 
boyu; ts putting on her hat and coal, it is 
two months later, 

mks. boyu:. An’ has Bentham never eve, 
month? t0 y ° U SIMCU "*' ,mt line for the past 

maky (i toneless fy), Not even a line, mother. 
Mns. iioYi.i:, That’s very curious. . . . What 
emne between the two of yous at all? To 
leave you so sudden, an’ yous so great together. 
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To go away t’ England, an’ not to even 
leave you his address. . . . Thu way he was 
always bringin’ you to dances, I thought he 
was mad afther you. Are you sure you said 
nothin’ to him? 

mary. No, mother — at least nothing that 
could possibly explain his givin’ me up. 

mrs. isoYi.K. You know you’re a bit hasty 
at times, Mary, an’ say things you shouldn’t 
say. 

mary. I never said to him what I shouldn’t 
say, I’m sure of that. 

mrs. iioyi.k. How are you sure of it? 
mary. Because I love him with all my heart 
and soul, mother. Why, I don’t know; 1 
often thought to myself that he wasn’t the man 
poor Jerry was, but I couldn’t help loving him, 
all the same. 

mrs. iioyi.k. But you shouldn’t be frettin’ 
the way you are; when a woman loses a man, 
she never knows what she's afther losin’, to 
be sure, but, then, she never knows what she’s 
afther gainin’, either. You're not the one girl 
of a month ago — you look like one pinin’ away. 
It’s long ago I had a right to bring you to the 
doctor, instead of waitin’ till to-night. 

mary. There’s no necessity, really, mother, 
to go to the doctor; nothing serious is wrong 
70 
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with mi’ — I’m run down jind disanpoi 
that's all. 11 

whs. noYMi. I’ll not wait another mi 
I don’t like the look of you at all. 
afraid we made a mistake in throwin’ over 
Jerry. . . . He'd have been betther for 
than that Ihmtham. 

mary. Mother, the best man for a wi 
is the one for whom she has the most love 
Charlie had it all. 

MRS, iioyi.ic. Well, there’s one thing i 
said lor him — he couldn't have been thi 
of the money, or he wouldn't ha’ left you 
it must ha’ been somethin' else. 

mary (wearily). I don’t know ... I 
know, mother . . . only 1 think . . . 

mrs. iioYi.ii, What d’ye think? 

mary. I imagine . . . he thought . . 
weren’t . . . good enough for him. 

MRS. iioyu:. An’ what was lie himself, 
a school teacher? Though I don’t blame 
for fightin’ shy of people like that Joxor 
an’ that oul’ Madigan wan — nice sort o’ p 
for your father to mthroducc to a man 
Mr. lie lit: ham. You might have told n: 
about this before now, Mary; 1 don’t 1 
why you like to hale everything from 
mother; you knew Benthmn, an’ I’d ha’ ki 

So 
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nothin’ about it if it hadn’t bin for the Will; 
an’ it was only to-day, af'ther long coaxin’, that 
you let out that he’d left you. 

mary. It would have been useless to tell 
you — you wouldn’t understand. 

mrs. iioyi.k (//w/). Maybe not. . . . Maybe 
I wouldn’t understand. . . . Well, we’ll be 
off now. 

(She goes over to door kft, and speaks to 
iioYi.K inside .) 

mrs. iioyi.k. We’re goin’ now to the doctor’s. 
Are you goin’ to get up this evenin’? 

jiOYi.is (from inside). The pains in me legs 
is terrible! It’s me should be poppin’ off to 
the doctor instead o’ Mary, the way 1 feel. 

mrs. iioyi.k. Sorra mend you I A nice way 
you were in last night — carried in in a frog’s 
march, dead to the world. If that’s the way 
you’ll go on when you get the money it’ll bo 
the grave for you, an asylum for me and the 
Poorhouse for Johnny. 

iioyi.k. I thought you were goin’? 
mrs. iioyi.k. That’s what has you as you 
are — you can’t bear to be spoken to. Knowin’ 
the way we are, up to our ears in debt, it’s a 
wondher you wouldn’t ha’ got up to go to th’ 
solicitor’s an’ see if we could ha’ gotten a little 
o’ the money even. 

«i 
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. i!OYU: (shouting). I can’t be goin’ up there 
night, noon an’ mornin’, can I? He can’t give 
the money till he gets it, can he? I can’t get 
blood out of a turnip, can I? 6 

mus. hoyi.k. It’s nearly two months since 
we heaul of the Will, an the money scents as 
far oil as ever. ... I suppose you know we 
owe twenty points to oul’ Murphy? 

liovut. I ’ve a faint recollection of you tollin’ 
me that before. 

mus. Well, you’ll go over to the shop 

yourself for the things in future— I’ll face him 
no more. 

hoyi.k. I thought you said you were goin’? 
mus. hoyi.k. I’m goin’ now; come on, Mary. 
hoyi.k. Ey, Juno, cyl 
MRS. hoyi.k. Well, what d’ye want now? 
hoyi.k. Is there e’er a bottle o’ stout left? 
mus. hoyi.k. There’s two o’ them here still. 
hoylh. Show us in one o’ them an’ leave 
t’other there till l get up. An’ throw us in 
the paper that’s on the table, an’ the bottle o’ 
Sloan’s Liniment that’s in th’ drawer. v ': ' 
mus. hoyi.k (getting the liniment and the sloutyu 
What paper is it you want — the Messenger? ..M 
hoyi.k. Messenger! The News o' the WorlM 
(mrs. hoyi.k l/rings in the things asked jet 
and comes out again.) 1 
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hi 

mrs. doyle (at door ). Mind the candle, now, 
an’ don’t burn tho house over our heads. I 
left t’other bottle o’ stout on the table. 

(She puts bottle of stout on table. She goes 
out with mary. A cork is heard 
popping inside.) 

(// pause; then outside the door is heard 
the voice of joxkr lilting softly: “ Me 
pipe I'll smoke , as / (thrive me woke 
. . . are you . . . there . . . More 
. . . aar tee!" A gentle 

knock is heard and y after a pause , the 
door opens > and joxkr, followed by 
nuoknt, enters.) 

joxkr. Be God, they must: be all out; I was 
dunkin' there was somethin’ up when he didn’t; 
answer the signal. We seen Juno an’ Mary 
goin’, but I didn’t see him, an’ it’s very seldom 
he escapes me. 

nugent. lie’s not goin’ to escape me— -lie’s 
not goin’ to be let go to the fair altogether. 

joxkr. Sure, the house couldn’t hould them 
lately; an he goin’ about like a mastherpiceo 
of the Free State counthry; forgettin’ their 
friends; forgettin’ God — wouldn’t even lilt 
his hat passin’ a chapel 1 Sure they were 
bound to get a dhrop! An’ you really think 
there’s no money coinin’ to him afther all? 
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NutrKNT. Not as much as a reel rex, man; 
I’ve been a bit anxious this long time over me 
money, an’ 1 went up to the solicitor’s to find 
out all I coukl — all, man, they were goin’ to 
throw me down the stairs. They touP me; 
that the mil’ cock himself had the stairs worn? 
away coinin’ up a ft her it, an’ they black in the 
face tollin' him he’d get nothin’. Some way 
or another that the Will is writ he won’t Bel 
entitled to get as much as a make! 

joxkr. Ah, 1 thought there was somethin’;:;! 
curious about the whole thing; I’ve bin havin’ 
sthrange dhreums for the last couple o’ weeks; . 
An’ 1 notice that that Bentham fella doesn’t be 
cornin’ here now — there must be somethin’ on 
the mat there too. Anyhow, who, in the name 
o’ God, ud leave anythin’ to that oul* bummer?;} 
Sure it ucl be unnatural. An’ the way Juno ;: 
an’ liim’s been throwin’ their weight about for ' 
the last few months I Ah, him that goes a| 
borrowin’ goes a sorrowin’ 1 SiM 

NuciKNT. Well, he’s not goin’ to throw 
his weight about in the suit I made for hint 
much longer. I’m tcllin’ you seven pouns| 
aren’t to be found growin’ on the bushes these * 
days. 

joxkr. An’ there isn’t hardly a neighbour 
in the whole street that hasn’t lent him money 
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on the strength of what he was goin’ t*> g*‘>. 
but they’re after backing tint wrong horse. 
Wasn’t it a mercy o’ (Jod that 1M nothin’ to 
givehiml The softy 1 am, you know, IM ha' 
lent him me last juice! I must have bail some- 
body’s good prayers. All, slither sill, an honest 
man’s the noblest work o’ ( null 

( iiovi . i : toughs insiik,) 
joxeu. Whisht, damn it, he must be inside 
in bed. 

nugknt. Inside o’ bed or outside ot it 
he’s goin’ to pay me lor that suit, or give it 
back — he’ll not. climb up my back as easily 
as he thinks. 

joxKR. (Iwan in at wanst, man, an’ gel il 
off him, an’ don’t be a fool. 

nikient (going to (Ivor /<•//, a /wiling it <w<I lm>k 
ingin). Ah, don’t disturb yourself, Mr. Hoyle; 
I hope you're not sick? 

noYi.K. Tli’ oul’ legs, Mr, Nugent, the oul' 
legs. 

NUGENT. I just called over tit see il you 
could let me have, anything olf the suit? 
noYLE, E-e-e-eii, how much is this it is? 
nugknt. It’s the same as it was at the start 
— seven pouns. 

BOYI.K. I'm glad you kem, Mr. Nugent; 1 
want a good heavy tog-coal- —Irish I'riv/e, if 
ff'i 
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A( 

you have it. I low much would u top-coat 
like that In’, now? 

NIK! It NT. A limit, six pt 111 ns. 
novi.K. Six pouns — six nn’ seven, six an’ l 
seven is thirteen — that’ll lie thirteen pouns I’ll ; 
owe you. { 

(j ox im slips the hot! la of stoat that is on ! 
the fa/de into his pocket. nogent 
rashes into the room, and returns with 
suit on his urw; ha pauses at the door.) 
nuoknt. You’ll owe me no thirteen pouns. 
Maybe you think you’re butt her able to owe 
it than pay it! 

jioyi.k ( frantically ). I lore, come back to hell 

ower that -where 're you goin’ with them: 

clothes o’ mine? 

nugent. Where am I. goin’ with them 
clothes o’ yours? Well, l. like your damn cheek! 

iiovi.k. Mere, what am I goin’ to dhress ? 
meself in when I’m goin’ out? 

Nugent. What do I care what you dhress] 
yourself in I You can put. yourself in a bolsthcr 
cover, if you like. 

(lie poos towards the other door , followed \ 
by |oxi:u.) < 

joxiai. What’ll he dhress himself inlj 
Gentleman Jack an’ his frieze coat! ■; 

(They go out.): 

<S(i * ** i 
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boylk {insulc). Ey, Nugent; c:y, Mr. 

Nugent, Mr. Nugent 1 

(After a pause iioyi.e enters hastily, 
buttoning the braces of his moleskin 
trousers; his coat and vest are on his 
arm; he throws these on a chair and 
hurries to the door on right) 
boylk. Ey, Mr. Nugent, Mr. Nugent I 
joxkr ( meeting hint at the door). What’s up, 
what’s wrong, Captai n P 

iioyi.e. Nugent’s been here an’ took away 
me suit — the only things I had to go out ini 
joxkr. 1'uk your suit — tor Clod's sake! 
An’ what were you doin’ while- he was takin 

them? . 

iioyi.e. I was in bed when he stole in like 
a thief in the night, an’ before I knew even 
what he was thinkin" of, he whipped them from 
the chair, an’ was off like a redshank 1 

joxkr. An’ what, in the name o’ Mod, did 
he do that for? 

iioyi.e. What did he do it for? I low the 
hell do I know what he done it lor?— jealousy 
an’ spite, I suppose. 

joxkr. Did he not say what he done it for? 
iioyi.e. Amn’t I afther tell in’ you that he 
had them whipped up an’ was gone before 1 
could open mo mouth? 

«7 
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Joxku. 'i'lml: was a very sudden thing to 
do; there, mils’ bo somethin’ bellin’ it. Did 
he hear anythin’, 1 wondher? 

novi.K. Did he hear anythin? — you talk very 
queer, Joxer — what could he hear? 

jox UK, About you not gettin’ the money, 
in some way or t’other? 

noYi.n. An’ what ud prevent me from gettin’ 
th’ money? 

Joxer. That’s jus’ what I was thinkin’— 
what ud prevent you from gettin’ the money— 
nothin’, as far as I can see. 

DOYLE ( looking round for bottle of stout with 
an exclamation). Aw, holy God I 

joxer. What’s up, Jack? • .';•(? 

noYi.E. He must have afther lifted the 
bottle o’ stout that Juno left: on the table! : 

joxer ( horrified ). All no, ah no; he: 
wouldn’t be afther doin’ that now. 

doyle. An’ who done it then? Juno left: 
a bottle o’ stout here, an’ it’s gone— it didn’t 
walk, did it? 

joxer. Oh, that’s shockin’; ah, man’s 
inhumanity to man makes countless thousands : 
mourn 1 

mrs. madtgan (appearing at the door). I 
hope I’m not disturbin’ you in any discussion 
on your fortheomin’ legacy — if I may use the; 

88 . 
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word — an’ that you’ll let me have a barny for 
a minute or two with you, Mr. Boyle. 

boyle (uneasily). To he sure, Mrs. Madigan 

an oul’ friend’s always welcome. 

joxeu. Come in the evenin’, come in th’ 
mornin’; come when you’re assed, or come 
without warnin’, Mrs. Madigan. 
boyle. Sit down, Mrs. Madigan. 

MRS. MADKSAN (oMtWUsIy). Til’ few WOl'ds 
I have to say can be said staudin’. Puttin’ 
aside all formularies, 1 suppose you remember 
mo leadin’ you some time ago three pouns 
that I raised on blankets an’ furniture in me 
uncle’s? 

boyle. I remember it well. I have it 
recorded in me book — three pouns five shillins 
from Maisie Madigan, raised on articles 
pawned; an 1 , item: fourpence, given to make 
up the price of a pint, on th’ principle that no 
bird ever flew on wan wing; all to be repaid 
at par, when the ship comes home. 

mrs. MAimiAN. Well, ever since I. shoved 
in the blankets I’ve been perishing with th’ 
cowld, an’ I’ve decided, if I’ll be too hot in 
th’ ncx’ world nself, I’m not goin’ to be too 
cowld in this wan; an’ consequently, I want 
me three pouns, if you please. 

boyle. This is a very sudden demand, Mrs. 

89 
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Madigan, sin" ain’t he met; hut: I’m 
{jive you it receipt in lull, in lull* 

MRS, MADIOAN, Collie Oil, oul; 
money, an' don’t he jack- aetin’. 

lum.i:, You can’t get blood out of 
can you? 

MRS, MADKiAN (j'itshhtg O'VCr <(>/<! S 'll 6 
l limine nut money, y’nul’ repmbat: 
shake the worth of it out of you I 
itoYi.H. Ky, houl’ on, there; houl’ 
You’ll wait lor your money now, me 
mrs. madioan (looking , wound the 
seeing the yr<un<)phanc). I’ll wait: for i 
Well, I'll not wait long; if I can't: gei 
I Ml get l h 1 worth of it. 

(dhe c< itches up the g)% 
novjj*. Ky, ey, there, wher’r you { 
that? 

MRS. madioan. I’m goiid to til' 
get: me three 1 , ijuiil live shillins; t’Jl 
th’ ticket, an’ then you can do what 
me bucko, 

royuc You can’t: touch that, i 
touch that! It’s not my property, a. 
peil for yet I 

mrs. madioan. So much th’ bcltl 
he an iiyse to me conscience, for 1 
what doesn’t: belong to you. You’re 
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to be swankin’ it like a paycock with Maisic 
Madigan’s money — i’ll pull some o’ til’ 
gorgeous feathers out o’ your tail I 

(Mr; goes of) with the yamophonel) 
hoyi.k. What’s th’ world coinin’ to at all? 
I ass you, Joxcr Daly, is there any morality 
left anywhere? 

Joxkr. i wouldn’t ha’ believed it, only [ 
seen it with me own two eyes. I didn’t think 
Maisie Madigan was that sort of a woman; 
she has either a sup taken, or she’s hoard 
somethin’. 

hoyi.k, Hoard somethin’ — about what, if 
it’s not any harm to ass you? 

joxkr. She must ha’ heard some rumour 
or other that you weren’t goin’ to get th’ money. 

noYLK. Who says I’m not goin’ to net th’ 
money? 

joxkr. Sure, I know — 1. was only savin’. 

hoyi.k. Only sayin’ what? 

joxhu. Nothin’. 

hoyi.k. 1 (Hi were goin’ to say somethin’, 
don t be a twisther, 

joxkr (angrily)' Who’s a twisther? 

hoyi.k. Why don’t you speak your mind, 
then? ’ 

joxkr. \ ou never twisted yourself — no 
you wouldn’t know howl 
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novu:. Dill you ever know me to twist; cl 
you ever know me to twist? 

joxKk (Jieree/y), Dili you ever do anyth! 
else l Sure, you c an’t believe a word that com* 
o\it o’ your mouth. 

boyi.h. 1 I ere, yet out, ower o’ this; I alwac 
knew you were a proymosticator an’ a pri. 
eraslinator I 

JOXKK (gO/t/g () {{t ft* JOHNNY COfUCS in). Til 
anchor's weighed, farewell, rco . . , mem ♦ , 
her . . . me. Jaeky Hoyle, Esquire, inferna 
royue an* damned liar 1 

johnny, (oxer aid you at it ayen? — when 
are you yoiid to have a little respect for your- 
self, aid not: he always makiid a show of us 
all? 

hoyi.k. Are you yoiid to lecture me now? 
johnny. Is mother hack from the doctor 
yet, with Mary? 

(mrs. hoyi.k enters; it is apparent from 
the serious look on her Jure that some- 
thing has happened. She takes off her 
hat and coat without a word and puts 
them by. She then sits down near the 
Jire y and there is a few moments' pause) 
uoYi.K. Well, what did the doctor say about 
Mary? 

mrs. noYiac (in an earnest manner and 

ija 
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Sk J aw; hijack; 
I've something to s.iy to you 

Ma Jom (amed by her m timer). About. . • • 

M mi novl.it> Clone Unit tloor there ami »k 

d0 ”vui r °(M«g it' H, M f ! hro ;' 1 fc !!’ 

„ “alive lanth i« it? ("« «» A “''> WcH > 
what is it? 

MRS. HOYLK. lt*S SlboUt Mai , 

boylk. Well, what about: Mary— -there » 

nothin’ wrong with her, is tho ™;, , u 

mrs. iioyi.k. I’m sorry to say theie s a gtaetk. 

m Z^A gmlhi wrong with her I (MMy) 
First Johnny an’ now Mary, is the whole 
house goin’ to become an hospital 1 Its not 

C ° " mr h ova! No . . . it’s not consumption 

. . . it’s worse. , , , 

johnny. Worse! Well, well have to get 
her into some place ower this, there s no one 

here to mind her. , . . 

MRS. iioyi.k. We’ll all have to mind her now. 
You might as well know now, Johnny, ns 
another time. {To iioyi.k) IVyc know what the 
doctor said to me about her, jack? 
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iioyi.k. How ucl l know — I wasn’t there 
was I? ’ 

mus. IIOYI.K. He told me to get her married 
at wanst. 

iioyi.k. Married at wanst! An’ why did 
he say the like o’ that? 

mrs. iioyi.k. Because Mary's goin’ to have 
a baby in a short time. J. 

iioyi.k. ( Join’ to have a baby I — my God, 
what’ll Bentham say when he hears that? 

mrs, iioyi.k. Are you blind, man, that you 
can’t see that it was Bentham that has done this 
wrong to her? ’ 

noYLE {passionately). Then he’ll marry her, 
he’ll have to marry her I 

mrs. iioyi.k. You know he’s gone to 
England, an’ God knows where he is now, : 

iioyi.k. I’ll folly him, I’ll folly him, an’ bring 
him back, an’ make him do her justice. The 
scoundrel, I might ha’ known what he was, ■ 
with his yogees an’ his prawnal 

Mils, iioyi.k. We’ll have to keep it quiet 
till we sec what we can do. 

Hoyle. Oh, isn’t this a nice thing to come 
on top o’ me, an’ the state I’m ini A pretty 
show I’ll be to Joxer an’ to that oul’ wan, 
Madiganl Amn't I afther goin’ through 
enough without havin’ to go through this l 
94 
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MR s. noYi.iv. What you an’ I’ll have to go 
through ’ll bo nothin’ to what poor Mary’ll 
have to go through; for you an’ me is middlin’ 
old, an’ most of our years is spent; but Mary II 
have maybe forty years to face an’ handle, an 
every wan of them’ 11 be tainted with a blither 

memory* , 

novLK, Where is she? Where is she til! 1 

tell her oft? I'm tollin’ you when I’m done 

with her she’ll be a sorry girl 1 _ 

MRS. itoYi.H. I left her in me sisthers till 
I came to speak to you. You’ll say nothin’ 
to her, Jack; ever since she, left school she’s 
earned her livin’, an’ your fatherly care never 
throublcd the poor girl. 

hoyi.k. Gwan, take her part agon her father 1 
But I’ll let you see whether I’ll say nothin’ to 
her or no! Her an’ her readin’l I hat s 
more o’ th’ blasted nonsense that has the house 
failin’ down on top of usl What did th’ likes 
of her, born in a tenement house, want with 
readin’P Her read in’s afthcr ^ringin’ her 
to a nice pass — oh, it’s madnin’, madnin’, 
madnin’ 1 

mrs. hoyi.k. When she comes back say 
nothin’ to her, Jack, or she’ll leave this place. 

hoyi.k. Leave this place 1 Ay, she’ll leave 
this place, an’ quick tool 
95 
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mrs. novi.it. If Mary goes, I’ll go with 
Iter. 

iioyu;. Well, go with her I Well, g0 , th» 
pair o’ yous! I lived before I seen yous, an’ 
l ean live when yous are gone.. Isn’t this a 
niee thing to come rollin’ in on top o’ me afther 
all your prayin’ to St. Anthony an’ The Little 
Mower. An’ she’s a child o’ Mary, too— I 
wonder what’ll (lie mins think of her now? 
An’ it’ll be bellovvs’d all over th’ disthrict 
before you could say Jack Robinson; an’ what- 
ever I’m seen they’ll whisper, “ That’s th’ father 
of M ary Hoyle that had th’ kid be th’ swank 
she used to go with; d’ye know, d’ye know?” 
To be sure they’ll know— more about it than 
1 will mcselfl 

johnny. She should be dhriven out o’ th’ 
house she’s brought disgrace on I 

MRS. novi.it. Hush, you, Johnny. We 
needn’t let it be bellows’d all over the place; 
all we’ve got to do is to leave this place quietly 
an go somewhere where we’re not known, an’ 
nobody’ll be th’ wiser. 

boyi.k. You’re talkin’ like a two-year-oul’, 
woman. Where’ll we get a place ou’ o’ this? — 
places aren’t that easily got. 

mrs. D0Yi.it, Hut, Jack, when we get the 
money ... 

</> 
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Boyle • Money — what money? 
mrs. Hoyle. Why, oul’ Ellison’s money, of 
course. 

doyle. There’s no money coinin’ from oul’ 
Ellison, or any one else. Since you’ve heard 
of wan throuble, you might as well hear of 
another. There’s no money coinin’ to us at 
all — the Will’s a wash out I 

mrs. hoylk. What are you sayin’, man — 
no money? 

johnny. How could it lie a wash out? 
doyle. The lioyo that’s afther doin’ it to 
Mary clone it to me as well. The thick made 
out the Will wrong; he said in th ’ Will, only 
first cousin an’ second cousin, instead of 
mentionin’ our names, an’ now any one that 
thinks he’s a first cousin or second cousin 
t’ouP Ellison can claim the money as well as 
me, an’ they’re springin’ up in hundreds, an' 
cornin’ from America an’ Australia, thinkin’ 
to get their whack out of it, while all the time 
the lawyers is gobblin’ it up, till there’s not as 
much as ud buy a stockin’ for your lovely 
daughter’s baby 1 

mrs. Hoyle. I don’t believe it, I don’t 
believe it, I don’t believe it! 

johnny. Why did you say nothin’ about 
this before? 
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ACT; 

mrs. hoyi.u. You’re not serious, Jack;! 
you’re not serious I 

hoyi.k. I ’m tollin' you the scholar, Bcntham, 
made a banjax o’ th’ Will; instead o’ sayin’,; 
“ th’ rest o’ me property to be divided between! 
me. first, cousin, jack Boyle, an’ me second: 
cousin, Mick Finnegan, o’ Santhry ”, he writ; 
down only, “me first an’ second cousins ”, an’; 
the world an’ his wife are a ft her th’ property now. 

mrs. hoyi.u. Now, I know why Bcnthanr 
left poor Mary in th’ lurch; I can see. it alf 
now — oh, is there not even a middlin’ honest; 
man left in th’ world? I 

johnny (/o hoyi.is). An’ you let us run into 1 
debt, an’ you borreyed money from everybody 
to fill yourself with beer I An’ now, you tell 
us the whole thing’s a wash outl Oh, if it’s 
thrue, I’m done with you, for you’re worse 
than me sisther Mary! v 

hoyi.u. You hole your tongue, d’ye hear? 
I’ll not take any lip from you. Go an’ get 
Bcntham if you want satisfaction for all that’s 
afther happenin’ us. 1 

johnny. I won't hole me tongue, I won’t 
hole me tongue I I’ll tell you what I think 
of you, father an’ all as you arc . . . you . . | 
mrs. hoy us. Johnny, Johnny, Johnnyyduj 
God’s sake, be quiet! 
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johnny. I’ll not be quiet, I’ll not be quiet; 
he’s a nice father, isn’t lie? Is it any womlhcr 
Mary went asthray, when . . . 

mrs, HOYi.K. Johnny, Johnny, for my sake 
be quiet — for your mother’s sake! 

Hoyle, I’m goin’ out now to have a few 
dhrinks with th’ last few makes I have, an’ tell 
that lassie o’ yours not to be here when l come 
back; for if i lay me eyes on her, I’ll lay me 
bans on her, an’ if I lay me bans on her, I 
won’t be accountable for me actions 1 

johnny, 'lake care somebody doesn’t lay 
his bans on you — y’oul’ . , . 
mrs. hoyi.e, Johnny, Johnny I 
Boyle (at door , about to go out). Oh, a nice 
son, an’ a nicer daughter, I have. (Calling 
loudly upstairs ) [oxer, Joxer, are you there? 

joxkr (from a distance). I’m here, More , . . 
ee . . . aar . . . i . . . tool 

boyle. I’m goin’ down to Foley’s — are you 
coinin’? 

joxer. Come with you? With that sweet 
call me heart is stirred; I’m only waiting for 
the word, an’ I’ll be with you, like a bird I 

(hoyi.e and joxkr pass the door going out.) 
johnny (throwing himself on the bed). I’ve 
a nice sisther, an’ a nice father, there’s no 
beltin’ on it. I wish to God a bullet or a bomb 
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|v,ul whipped me on’ o’ this long agol Not 
one o’ yoits, not one o’ yous, have any thought 
for me! 

mrs. iioYi.ii (with passionate remonstrance). If 
you don’t whisht, johnny, you’ll drive me mad. 
Who has kep th’* home together for the past 

few years- only me. An’ who’ll have to bear 

th’ biggest part o’ this throuble but me— 
but whinin’ an’ whingin’ isn’t goin’ to do any 

good. . "k 

johnny. You’re to blame yourself for a 
gradle of it — givin’ him his own way in every- 
thing, an’ never assin’ to check him, no inatther 
what’ he done. Wiry didn’t you look afther 

th’ money? why ... * : 

(There is a knock at the door ; mrs. boyli 
opens it; johnny rises on his elbow h 
took and listen; /wo men enter) 
first MAN. We’ve been sent up be th 
Manager of the Hibernian Furnishing Go. 
Mrs. Boyle, to take back the furniture tha 
was got a while ago. . 

mus. noYi.iv. Yous’ll touch nothin here- 
how do 1 know who yous are? ^ ( • 

first man (showing a paper). X here s th 
ordher, ma’am. (Reading) A chest o drawers 
a table, wan easy an’ two ordinary chairs ; wa: 
mirror; wan chcsthcrficld divan, an a wardrob 
ioo ■' W 1 
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an’ two vases. (To his comrade) Come on, 
Bill, it’s afthcr knockin’ olf time already. 

johnny. For God’s sake, mother, run down 
to Foley’s an’ bring father back, or we’ll be 
left without a stick. 

(The men carry out the table) 
MRS. B 0 Y 1 . 15 , What good would it be- — you 
heard what he said before he went out. 

johnny. Can’t you tlvry; he ought to be 
here, an’ the like of this goin’ on. 

(miis. iioyj.k puts a slum! around her , as 
maky enters) 

mary. What’s up, mother? I met men 
carryin’ away the table, an’ everybody’s talking 
about us not gettin’ the money after all. 

MRS. ROYi.n. Everythin’s gone wrong, Mary, 
everythin’. We’re not gettin’ a penny out o’ 
the Will, not a penny — i’ll tell you all when I 
come back; I’m goin’ for your father. (She 
runs out) 

JOHNNY (to MARY, W ko /uiS Sell doiVIl b)< the 
fire). It’s a wondher you’re not ashamed to 
show your face here, afthcr what has happened. 
(jkrry enters slowly ; there is a look of 
earnest hope on his face. He looks at 
mary for a few moments) 
jkrry (softly). Mary I 

(mary does not answer) 
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jerry. Miiry, I wiint to speak to you for 
a few moments, may 1? 

(m ary remains silent ; johnny goes 
slowly into room on left.) 
jiiRUY. Your mother has told me every- 
thing, Mary, and I leave conic to you. . . I 

have come to tell you, Mary, that my love for 
you is greater and deeper than ever. . . . 

mary (with a soil). Oh, jerry, Jerry, say no 
more ; all that is over now; anything like that 
is impossible now] 

jerry. Impossible? Why do you talk like 
that, Mary? 

mary . After all that has happened. 
jiiRuv. What does it matter what has 
happened? Wc are young enough to be able 
to forget all those things, {lie catches her hand) 

Mary, Mary, 1 am pleading for your love. 
With Labour, Mary, humanity is above every- 
thing; we are the Leaders in the fight for a 
new life. I want to fin-get Bentham, I want to 
forget that you left me — even for a while. 

mauy . Oh, Jerry, Jerry, you haven’t the 
bitter word of scorn for me after all, 

jerry ( passionately ). Scorn! I love you. 
love you, Mary l 

mary ( rising , and looking him in the eyes). 
Even though ... -A 
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jerry. Even though you throw me over for 
another man; even though you gave me many 
a bitter word I 

mary. Yes, yes, I know; but you love me, 
even though . . . even though . . . I’m . . . 
goin’ . , . goin’ . . . (lie looks at her questiouing/y, 
and fear gathers in his eyes .) Ah, I was thi likin’ 
so. . . . You don’t know everything! 

jerry (poignantly). Surely to God, Mary, 
you don’t mean that . . . that . . . that . , . 

mary. Now you know all, jerry; now you 
know all 1 

jerry. My God, Mary, have you fallen as 
low as that? 

mary. Yes, Jerry, as you say, I have fallen 
as low as that. 

jerry. I didn’t mean it that way, Mary . . . 
it came on me so sudden, that I didn't mind 
what I was sayin’. ... I never expected this 
— you’re mother never told me. . . , I’m 
sorry . . . God knows, I’m sorry for you, 
Mary. 

mary. Let us say no more, Jerry; I don’t 
blame you for th inkin’ it’s terrible. ... I 
suppose it is. . . . Everybody’ll think the 
same . . . it’s only as I expected — your 
humanity is just as narrow as the humanity of 
the others. 
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(Kitin', I’m sorry, all the same. . , , I 
shouldn’t have troubled you. ... I wouldn’t 
if I’d known. . . . If I can ' 
you . . . Mary ... I will. 

I md /hi/ is <il the 

M/\KY. Do you remember, Jerry, the verses 
you read when you gave the lecture in the 
Socialist Rooms some time ago, on Humanity’s 
Strife with Nature? . 

jI'.hry. 1 he verses — no j I don’t remember 
them, 

MARY. I do. They’re runnin’ in me head 
now — 

An’ we fell the power that fashion’d 
All the lovely things we saw, 

'1 hat created all the murmur 
Of an everlasting law, 

Was a hand offeree an’ beauty. 

With an eagle's tearin’ claw. 

Then we saw our globe of beauty 
Was an ugly tiling as well, 

A hymn divine whose chorus 
Was an agoni/.in’ yell 5 
Tike the story of a demon, 

Thai an angel had to tell* 

Like a glowin’ picture by a 
Hand unsteady, brought to ruinj 
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Like: her craters, if their deathless 
Could give life unto the moon; 

Like the agoiii/.mg horror 
Of a violin out ol tune, 

( ’There is a pause, and dkvink goes slowly 

out) 

johnny ( returning ). Is he gone? 

MARY, Yes, 

(Thu two 7i/e)i re-enter) 
first man. We ain’t wait: any longer for 
t’oul’ fella — sorry, Miss, but we have to live 
as well as th’ nex’ man. 

(They carry out some things) 
johnny. Oh, isn’t this terrible! ... I 
suppose you told him everything . . . couldn’t 
you have waited for a lew days . . . he’d have 
stopped th’ takin’ of the things, if you’d kep 
your mouth shut. Are you burnin’ to tell 
every one of the shame you’ve brought on us? 

mary (snatching up her hat and coat). Oh, 
this is unbearable 1 (She rushes out) 

first man (re-entering). We’ll take the chest 
o’ drawers next. — it’s the heaviest. 

(The votive light flickers for a moment , 
and goes out) 

johnny (in a cry of fear). Mother o’ Cod, 
the light’s afther goin’ out I 

first man. You put the win’ up me the 
i<>5 
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way you bawled that time. The oil’s all gone, 
that’s all. 

johnny {with dll agonizing cry). Mother o’ 
Cod, there’s a shot I’m afther gettin’l 

first man. What’s wrong with you, man? 
Is it a fit you’re talcin’? 

johnny. I’m afther feelin’ a pain in me 
breast, like the tearin’ by of a bullet I : 

first man. He’s goin’ mad — it’s a wondher 
they’d leave a chap like that here be himself, a 
(Two iRRiic.ui.ARs enter swiftly ; they carry, 
revolvers; one goes over to johnny; 
the other covers the two furniture men) 
first i krkoui.ar (jo the men , quietly and 
incisively). Who are you — what are yous doin’:; 
here — quick! 

first man. Removin’ furniture that’s not 
paid for. . • ••' T : 

irrkc.ui.ar ■ Get over to the other end of the 
room an’ turn your faces to the wall — quick, : ■ 
(The two wen turn their faces to the walk 
with their hands up) : , 

SECOND IRRISC.U1.AR (jO JOHNNY). CoillC Oil, 
Sean Boyle, you’re wanted; some of us have 
a word to say to you. 

johnny. I’m sick, I can’t — what do you 
want with me? 

SECOND IRREGULAR. CoiHC Oil, COlllC 01?} 

xoO :■■■■■% 
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v/c’ve a distance to go, an’ haven’t much time 
— -come on, 

johnny. I’m an oul’ comrade — yous 
wouldn’t shoot an oul’ comrade. 

second hireoui.au. Poor Tancrcd was an 
oul’ comrade o’ yours, but you didn’t think o’ 
that when you gave him away to the gang that 
sent him to his grave. Hut we’ve no time to 
waste; come on — here, Dermot, ketch his 
arm. ' (To johnny) Have you your beads? 

johnny. Me beads I Why do you ass me 
that, why do you ass me that? 

second irrhoui.au. Go on, go on, march l 
johnny. Are yous goin’ to do in a comrade 
—look at me arm, I lost it for Ireland. ^ 

second ikueoui.au. Commandant Tancrcd 
lost his life for Ireland. 

johnny. Sacred Heart of Jesus, have mercy 
on me I Mother o’ God pray for me— be with 
me now in the agonies o’ death 1 . . . Hail, Mary, 
full o’ grace . . . the Lord is . . . with Thee. 

(They drag out johnny hoyi.k, and the 
curtain 'jails. When it rises again the 
most of the furniture is gone, mary 
and mrs. hoy i.u, one on each side.., are 
sitting in a darkened room , by the fire; 
it is an hour later.) 

MRS. hoyle. I’ll not wait much longer . . . 
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vvlial- did they brinpr him away in the mother 
Idr? Nugent says he thinks they had guns 
. . . is me thrmihles never goin’ to he over? 
• . . If anything ml happen to poor Johnny 
I think I’d lose me mind. . . . I’ll go to the 
Police Station, surely they might to be able to 
do somethin’. 

(/Mow h heard the sound of voices) 
mus . iioyi . ic . Whisht, is that something? 
Maybe, it’s your father, though when I left 
him in holey’s he was hardly able to lift his 
head. Whishtl 

{/■/ knock at the door , and the voice of 
mus . maiuoan , speaking very softly): 
Mrs. Hoyle, Mrs. Boyle. 

( mus . novi.r; opens i he door) 
MRS. maiuoan. Oh, Mrs. Boyle, Cod an’ 
Mis Blessed Mother he with you this night! 

Mrs. iioYi.i; (faintly). What is it/ Mrs. 
Mndigan? It’s Johnny — something about 
Johnny. 

mrs . maiuoan . Cod send it’s not, Cod send 
it’s not Johnny 1 

mrs . hoym -:. Don’t keep me waitin’, Mrs. 
Madigan; I’ve gone through so much lately 
that I fed alilc for anything. 

mrs, maiuoan. Two polismen below wantin’ 

you. 
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MRS. boylk. Wantin’ me; an’ why do they 

want me? , . 

MRS. madigan. Some poor lei la s been 

found, an’ they think it’s, it’s . . . 

mrs. boylk. Johnny, Johnny I 
mary (with her arms round her mother). Uti, 
mother, mother, me poor, darlin' mother. 

MRS. BOYLK. Hush, hush, darlin ; you 11 
shortly have your own throublc to bcai. (Jo 
mrs. madioan) An’ why do the polis think its 

Johnny, Mrs. Madigan? 

MRS. madioan. Because one o the doctors 
knew him when he was attendin’ with his poor 


arm. , . . . 

MRS. BOYLK. Oil, it h thruc, then; its 

Johnny, it’s me son, me own son 1 

MARY. Oh, it’s thruc, it’s thruc what Jerry 
Devine says — there isn’t a Ood, there isn t a 
God; if there was He wouldn’t let. these things 
happen 1 

MRS. BOYLK. Mary, Mary, you musn t say 
them things. We’ll want all the help we can get 
from God an’ His Blessed Mother now I These 
things have nothin’ to do with the Will o’ God. 
Ah, what can God do agen the stupidity o’ men! 

mrs. madioan. The polis want you to go 
with them to the hospital to sec the poor body 
— they’re waitin’ below. 
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«, ms ’ l,<,vn ' : - W«-I1 go. Come, Mary, an » 
well never come bark hern amm h/l, 
iiUhrr furra^c lor himself now'; IVc done 111 
I could an’ it was all no use — he’ll be honeW 
01 Hie end of his days. I’ve got aUtdSS 
in me. sislhers where we’ll stop till y 0ur 
Htr«H.hU, is over an’ then we’ll work together 
loi the sake n] llu* I i;i I >y , 

MAUV. My poor little child that’ll have no 


mks. iiovi.k. It’ll iiave what’s far betthcr— 
it II have two mothers. 

(c/ rough voice shouting from below)'. 
Are yous gom to keep ns waitin’ for yous 
an night? 1 

MRS. MAintSAN (going to the door, and shouting 
'.f'’") 1 1 ak V y*»ir hour, there, take your hour! 
II yous are in such a hurry, skip off; then, for 
nobody wants you here—if they did yous 
wouklii t he hmml. loir you’re the same as 
yous were utulher the. Kritiuh Government— 
never where yous are wanted I As far as I can 
see, the Polls as .L’olis, in this city, is Null an’ 
Void I 

Mits. iiovi.k. We’ll go, Mary, we’ll go; you 
to see your poor dead brother, an’ me to sec 
me poor dead son I 

MARY. I dhread it, mother, I tlhread it! 

I to 
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MRS. iioYi.ii. I forgot, Mary, I forgot; your 
poor oul’ selfish mother was only dunkin' of 
herself. No, no, you musii’t come — it wouldn’t 
be good for you. You go on to me sisthcr’s 
an’ I’ll face th’ ordeal meself. Maybe I didn’t 
feel sorry enough for Mrs. Tancred when her 
poor son was found as Johnny’s been found 
now— because he was a Die-hard! Ah, why 
didn’t I remember that then he wasn’t a Die- 
hard or a Stater, but only a poor, dead sold 
It’s well I remember all that she said — an . it s 
my turn to say it now : What was the pain I 
suffered, Johnny, bringin’ you into the world 
to carry you to your cradle to the pains I 11 
suffer carryin’ you out o’ the world to bring 
you to your gravel Mother o (..rod, Mother 
o’ God, have pity on us all 1 Blessed Virgin, 
where were you when me darlin’ son was 
riddled with bullets, when me darlin’ son was 
riddled with bullets? Sacred Heart o’ Jesus, 
take away our hearts o’ stone, and give us 
hearts o’ flesh 1 Take away this murdherin’ 
hate, an’ give us Thine own eternal love! 

( They all go slowly out.) 

(Then is a ‘pause; then a sound of 
shuffling steps on the stairs outside. 
The door opens and iioyi.k and joxkr, 
both of them very drunk^ enter) 
i ir. 
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hoyi.h. I’m able to go no farther. . . . Two' 
polis, ey . . . wlv.it were they doin’ here, ij 
womlhcr? . . . Up to no good, anyhow . . : ,| 
an’ Juno an’ that lovely daughter o’ mine with! 
them. (Taking a sixpence from his pocket and 
looking at it) Wan single, solithary tanner left! 
out of all I borreyed. . . . (He lets it fall.)] 
The last o’ the Mohicans. . . . The blinds isf 
down, Joxer, the blinds is down I 

joxkr (walking unsteadily across the room , and) 
anchoring at the heel). Put all . . . your- 
throubles ... in your oul’ kit bag , . . an’’ 
smile . . . smile . . . smile I 

hoyi.h. The counthry’ll have to steady itself. 
. . . it’s goin’ ... to hell. . . . Whcre’r alii 

. . . the chairs . . . gone to . . . steady! 

itself, Joxer. . . . Chairs'll ... have to. 
. . . steady themselves. , . . No matthcr . . 
what any one may . . . say. . . . Irclau’ sober 
. . . is Irelan’ . . . free. 

joxkr (stretching himself on the bed). Chains] 
. . . an’ . . . slaverce . . . that’s a darlin-? 
motto . . . a daaarlin’ . . . motto I 

hoyi.h, If th’ worst comes . . . to th’ worse : 
. . . I can join a . . . flyin’ . . . column!! 

. . . 1 done . . . me bit ... in Easther] 

Week . . . had no business ... to ... be . . ;•] 
there . . , but Captain Boyle’s Captain Boyle! ! 
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toxer. Breathes there a man with soul . . . 
s0 . . . de . . . ad . . ._ this . . . me . . . 
o . . • wn, me nat . . . ive 1 . . . an ! 

' hoyle (subsiding into a sitting posture on the 
floor). Commandant Kelly died . . . in them 
arms , * . Joxcr. * * . Tell me Volun- 
teer Butties . . . says he . . . that ... I 
died for . . . IrclatiM 

joxkh. D’jcver rade Willie . . . Reilly . . . 
an’ his . . . own . . . Colleen . . . llawn? 
It’s a darlin’ story, a danrlin’ story! 

boyle. I’m telling you . . . Joxer . . . th 
whole worl’s ... in a terr . . . iblc state o 
, . . chassis! 

CURTAIN 
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SHADOW OF A GUNMAN 



Tlllt CHARACTERS IN TUK PLAY 


Ddnai. DavohlvTj 

Slum as Simu.m, <i peMar 


Tummv Osvkns 
Anni.rmw (! unison 

Mltrt, (ilUUhUN 
MlNNlK PoWKM. 

Mu* M u MriuA m, the fo tut ford • 

Mu* M Aiiu i u k » u) hirer of the /. A 1 . A 
M«s, LIknukuson \ 

Mti. (Jm.mwjhku I 
An Auxiliary. 


Uesuicnts Ut the Ten cm cut. 


Residents of on tuljoimug Tenement. 


80 1 IN It 

A morn in a tenement in Ililljoy Sqnriro, Dublin. 

Some hours elapse between tlio two nett)* The periot 
of tlu! Piny in May 1920, 



ACT I 


Scene: A Return Room in a tenement house in 
Hilljoy Square. At the hack two large 
windows looking out into the yard ; they 
occupy practically the whole of the hack wall 
space. Between the windows is a cupboard , 
on the top of which is a pile of hooks. The 
doors are open , and on these are hanging a 
number of collars and ties. Running parallel 
with the windows is a stretcher bed; another 
runs at right angles along the wall at right. 
At the head of this bed is a door leading to the 
rest of the house. The -wall on the left runs 
diagonally , so that the fireplace — which is 
in the centre — is plainly visible. On the 
mantelshelf to the right is a statue of the 
Virgin , to the left a statue of the Sacred 
Hearty and in the centre a crucifix. Around 
the fireplace arc a few common cooking 
utensils. In the centre of the room is a table , 
on which are a typewriter , a candle and 
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candlestick^ a httnt.h of *wtld flowci's in ei vase 
writing nut tori ah and a number of books. 
Tha o arc two chairs, one near the. fireplace 
and one at the table. The. aspect of the place 
is one of absolute untidiness , engendered on 
the one hand by the congenital slovenliness of 
siujmas smni.ns, and on the other by the 
temperament of iionai. havorkn, making it 
appear impossible to effect an improvement 
in such a place, 

davohi'n is sitting at the table typing, He is 
about thirty . There is in his face an ex- 
pression that seems to indicate an eternal war 
between weakness and strength; there is in 
the lines of the brow and chin an indication 
of a desire for activity, while in his eyes there 
is visible an unquenchable tendency towards 
rest. His struggle through life has been a 
hard one , and his efforts have been handi- 
capped by an inherited and self-developed 
devotion to “ the might of design , the mystery 
of colour and the belief in the redemption of 
all things by beauty everlasting His life 
would drive him mad were it not for the fact 
that he never knew any other . He bears 
upon his body the marks of the struggle for 
existence and the efforts towards self-ex- 
pression, 
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sfumas SHIBI.DS, who is in the bed next the. wall 
' to the ritrhty is a heavily built man of thirty- 
five- he is dark-haired and sal/ow-com- 
plexioued. In him is .frequently manif ested 
the superstition , the fear and the malignity 
of primitive man. 

da vo run ( lilting an air as he composes ): 

Or when sweet Summer’s ardent: arms outspread 
Entwined with lloweis, 

Enfold us, like two lovers newly wed, 

Thro’ ravish’d hours — 

Then sorrow, woe and pam lose all their poweis, 

For cacli is dead, and life is only ours. 

(A woman s figure appears at the window 
and taps loudly on one of the panes ; at 
the same mom eat there is loud knocking 
at the door!) 

VOtCIi OF WOMAN AT WINDOW. Ate ) Oil 

awake, Mr. Shields— Mr. Shields, are yon 
awake? Are you goin’ to get up to-day at 

5 vo ten" at Tim door. Mr. Shields, is thctc 
any use of callin’ you at all ? This is < l n ! cc " l ' ie 
o’clock: do you know what time it is, Mi. 
Shields? 

skumas {loudly). Yus! 
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VOICE at THE noon. Why don’t you got up, 
then, an’ not have the house turned into a 
bedlam try in ’ to waken you ? 

skumas {shouting). Alright, alright, alright! 
The, way these mil’ ones bawl at a body 1 Upon 
my soul! I’m beginnin’ to believe that the 
Irish People are still in the stone age. If they 
could they’ll throw a bomb at you. 

davorkn. A land mine exploding under 
the bed is the only thing that would lift you 
out of it. 

snu mas {stretching himself ), Ob-h-h, I was 
fast in the arms of Morpheus. — he was one of 
the infernal deities, son of Somnos, wasn’t he? 
davorkn. I think so. 

skumas. The poppy was his emblem, wasn’t 
it? 

davorkn. Ah, I don’t know. 
skumas. It’s a bit cold this morning, I 
think, isn’t it? 

davorkn. It’s quite plain I’m not going to 
get much quietness in this house. 

skumas {after a pause), I wonder what time 
is it? 

davorkn. The Angelus went some time ago. 
skumas {sitting Up in heel suddenly). The 
Angelus! It couldn’t be that late, could it? 
I asked them to call me at nine so that I could 
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:t Mass before l went on my rounds. Why 

dn't you give a ^ why> IU!ltl> 

eyC'been ’thundering at the door and 
immerinp at the window lor the past two 
urs till tiie house shook to its very jounda-- 
hut you took less notice o( the infernal 
in 'than I would take of the strumming ot a 

■tiSTiW. .... few "I' r ,m 

„Y one else when you’re at your poetry. he 

2d of Sul l.i s ...Hi Sd.ol.irs 

U1 d of bloody poets, (shmous/y) I ,uppose 

.... few. i®.. 

ic’d be here at nine. “ Before the last ehune 
vas struck,” says he, « I’ll be coming m ; nthc 
door,” and it mustbe-wlr.it tunc mUow. 
uavouhn. Oh, it must be ha p- ’’ . ... f 
seumas. Did anybody ever see the like o 
the Irish People? Is there any use oi t.)m 
to do anything in this countiy. ■■■/ , J. 

thing packed and ready, have everything pael 

and DAVORiiN. And have you everything packed 
and ready? 
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shumas. YVhal’s the use of havinir anything 
packed and ready when he didn't come / (lf e 
m,'s and dresses himself.) No wonder this 
unfortunate country is as it: is, lor you can * t 
depend upon the word of a single individual in 
it. I suppose he was too damn lazy to get my 

he wanted the streets to he well aired first Oh 

Kathleen Ni Houlihan, your way’s a thorny wav’ 

JMvottKN. Ah me I alas, pain, pain ever! 
for ever! ’ 

shumas. That’S Iron, Shelley’s Prometheus 
Unbound. I could never agree with Shellcv, 
not that there’s anything to be said against 
nim as a poet — as a port — but 

davokmn. l ie flung a lew stones through 
stained-glass windows, 

skumas. I le wasn’t the first nor lie won’t 
be the last to do that, but the stained-glass 
windows -more than ever of them— are here 
sti I, and Shelley is doing a jazz dance down 
below . (/ / gives a snarling laugh of pleas urn) 

davorun {shocked). And you actually rejoice 
and are exceedingly glad that, as you believe, 
j lu ‘ 1 ley, die sensitive, high-minded, noble- 
hearted Shelley, is suffering the tortures of the 
damned. 

skumas. 1 rejoice in the vindication of the 
Church and Truth. 
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davorkn. Hah. You know IlH little about 
ruth as anybody else, and you care as little 
bout the Church as the least of those that. 
, ro fess her faith; your religion is simply the 
tatc of being afraid that ( iod will torture your 
oul in the next: world as you are afraid the 
ilack and Tans will torture your body in this. 

skumas. Go on, me boy; I II have a light 
augh at: you when both ol us arc dead. 

davorkn. You’re welcome to laugh as much 
is you like at: me when both ol us are dead. 

skumas (as hn is /i bout to put on his collar and 
ie\ 1 don’t think I need to wash meself this 
morning; do I look all right? 

davorkn. Oh, you're all right; it s too late 
now to start washing yourself. .Didnt you 
wash yourself yesterday morning? 

skumas. I gave meself a great rub yesterday. 
(He proceeds to pack various articles into an attacks 
case — spoons, forks, liters, thread, etc.) I think 
I’ll bring out a few of the braces too; damn it, 
they’re well worth sixpence each; there’s great 
stuff in them — did you see them? 

davorkn. Yes, you showed them to me. 


before. 

SKUMAS. They’re great, value; I only hope 
I’ll be able to get enough o’ them. I m 
wearing a pair of them meself they d do 
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C iii huMimi, they Ye so strong. (('ouutimr a 

* h T) rhrlv ’ ; : a kin/( '" ■» <!iU ’h <>f I hose parcels 

• , ’ !,IX ’ nin< ' it, there’s only eleven 

ln llus nm ‘* 1 try another. Three 

S.K, nme.~my Cod, (here's only eleven in this 
MU oo, and one ol them bentl Now I suppose 

» II Ntve In go through ihc. whole bloody I ot 
lnr !'! »‘*vrr be easy in me mind 
thinkin thero’d be more ilun a dozen in some 
o t uan. And still we’re looking for freedom 

• -ye pods. O s a glorious country I (//,. / cts 

»>[<■ Mh w/ur/i hr stoops t„ /,i c p qi , 

(•od, there s the braces after breakin’. ’ * 

DAVOKKN. That doesn’t look as if they were 
lor Cuehullian. 

sudden' ,AS; n‘ V "7 a lu ’ uv >' 8tra ‘ n on them too 
.* , u lc J ’ li'l low Mapniie never 

himSf U,, V IU ' S ; '/ niOSI tn " 1;l/ y 1:0 Wils!l 

}' ”"/ / v 7 " T!M/‘»,K with the bracts the 

h I I S,t ri v "! '" ul nshs in 

1 h,s 111 « "ice nine o’clock. 

the " r thw lun.1* o’ : 

i ‘ y i, >'<*■ think woYo noinp to work 

■.Oiino’" 1 nd " ul U,mc 

«U mne i.ouldn l: you say you weren’t. . . . 

in h, A ?!!! KK * K T P r r l,sllr 0,1 5 [ i" st blew 
hwe l y °! 1 r U: 1 ^Hildn't. fro to-day at all. 

1 have to go to Knocksedan. 
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seumas. Knocksedan ! An’ what, in the 
name o’ God, is bringin’ you to Knocksedan? 

maouire. Business, business. I’m going- 
out to catch butterflies. 

seumas. If you want to make a cod of any- 
body, make a cod of somebody else, an’ don’t 
be tryin’ to make a cod o’ me. Here I’ve had 
everything packed an’ ready for hours; you 
were to be here at nine, an’ you wait till just 
one o’clock to come rushin’ in like a mad bull 
to say you’ve got to go to Knocksedan ! Can’t 
you leave Knocksedan till to-morrow? 

maguirk. Can’t lie did, can’t be did, 
Seumas; if I waited till to-morrow all the 
butterflies might lie dead. I’ll leave this bag 
here till this evening. {He puts the bag in a 
.corner of the room .) Good-by . . . ee. 

{1:1 c is gone before seumas is aware of it.) 
seumas {with a gesture of despair). Oh, this 
is a hopeless country! There’s a fellow that 
thinks that the four cardinal virtues are not 
to be found outside an Irish Republic. I 
don’t want to boast, about myself — I don’t 
want to boast about myself, and I suppose I 
could call mcsclf as good a Gael as some of 
those that arc knocking about now — knocking 
about now — as good a Gael as some that are 
knocking about now, — but I remember the 
125 
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tinic when I taught Irish six nights a week 
when m the Irish Republican Brotherhood ] 
payed me rifle levy like a man, an’ when the 
Church refused to have anything to do with 
James Stephens, I tarred a prayer for the 
repose of his soul on the steps of the Pro- 
Cathedral. Now, after all me work for Dark 
Rosaleen, 1 t * lc OM *y answer you can get from 
a roar.n Republican to a simple question is 
good-by . . cc What, in the name o’ 

trod, can be bringin him to Knocksedan? 

iMvoRBN. Hadn’t you better run out and 
ask him? 

skumas. That's right, that’s right— make 
a joke about it! ghat’s the Irish People all 
over they treat a joke as a serious thing and a 
serious thing as a joke. Upon me soul, I’m 
beginning to believe that the Irish People 
area t, never were an’ never will be fit for 
sdf-goyernment. They’ve made Balor of the 
tvi Bye King of Ireland, an’ so signs on it 
there s neither conscience nor honesty from 
one end of the country to the other. Well, 

1 hope he 11 have a happy day in Knocksedan. 

knoik) at <l ° ( °° r ^ Who’s that? {Another 


skumas {irritably). Who’s that; who’s there? 
davohkn {more irritably ). Halt and give the 
126 
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countersign — damn it, man, can’t you go and 
see ? 

(seumas goes over and opens the door. A 
man of about sixty is revealed , dressed 
in a faded blue serge suit ; a half tall 
hat is on his head. It is evident that 
he has no love for seumas, who denies 
him the deference he believes is due 
from a tenant to a landlord. He 
carries some papers in his hand.) 
the landlord ( ironically ). Good-day, Mr. 
Shields; it’s mesclf that hopes you’re feelin’ 
well-— you’re lookin’ well, anyhow — though 
you can’t always go be looks nowadays. 

seumas. It doesn’t matter whether I’m 
looking well or feelin’ well; I'm all right, 
thanks be to God. 

the landlord. I’m very glad to hear it. 
seumas. It doesn’t matter whether you’re 
glad to hear it or not, Mr. Mulligan. 

the landlord. You’re not inclined to be 
very civil, Mr. Shields. 

SEUMAS. Look here, Mr. Mulligan, if you 
come here to raise an argument, I’ve something 
to do — let me tell you that. 

THE landlord. I don’t come here to raise 
no argument; a person ud have small gains 
argufyin’ with you— let me tell you that. 
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skumas. I’ve no time to in; stamlin’ here 
gosthcrin’ with you— let; me shut the door 
Mr. Mulligan. 

'run undi.ori). You’ll not: shut no door 
till you’ve heart! what: I ’ve got; to say. 

snuMAs, Well, say it: then, an' go about 
your business. 

•mu i.andi.o no. You’re, very high an’ 
mighty, but take care you’re not goin’\o get 
a ilrnp. What a baby you are not to know 
what, brings me here. Maybe you thought 
I was goiu’ to ask you to come to tea. 

davokkn. Ah mel alas, pain, pain ever 
for evert 

kkumas. Are you goin’ to let me shut' the 
door, Mr. Mulligan? 

iiiK i. an m.o u o, I m here lor me rent', you 
don t like the idea of bein’ asked to pay your 
just an’ lawful debts. * 1 

situ mas. You’ll get your rent; when you 
learn to keep your rent-book in a proper way. 

•nil! j.an ot.oui). I’m not goin’ to take any 
lessons from you, anyhow. 

st'.uwAs, I want to have no more talk with 
you, Mr. Mulligan. 

iiih i.an m.o til). Talk or no talk, you owe 
me eleven weeks’. rent, an’ it’s marked down 
again you in black ;ui’ white. 
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sku mas. I don’t cure u damn if it was marked 
down in green, white an yellow. , 

Tiui i . an i)i. oiu). You’re a terribly inde- 
pendent fellow, an’ it ml be fitter for you to 
be less funny an’ stop try in to be bilhckm 
honest an’ respectable people. 

snu mas. Just you be careful wlv.it you re 
Bayin’, Mr. Mulligan. There's law in the 

land still. . . , 

'1’iiK landlord. Be me sowl there is, an 
you’re goin’ to get a little of it now. (/* offers 
the papers to skumas) lhem s loi you. 

skumas (JiesUating to take theni). t want to 
have nothing to do with you, Mr. Mulligan. 

THIS landlord (throwing the papers in the 
centre of the room). What am 1 better? It was 
the sorry day I ever let you come into this 
house. Maybe them notices to quit will sto|> 
your writin’ letters to the papers about, me an 
me house. 

davorbm. For goodness’ sake, bring the man 
in, and don’t be discussing the situation like a 
pair of primitive troglodytes. 

skumas {taking no notice). Writing letters 
to the papers is my business, an’ I’ll write as 
often as I like, when I like an’ how I ike. 

THI£ LANDLORD. Y Oil’ll llOt Wl'itC about tills 

house at all events. You can blow about the 
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